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TRANSLATOR’S FOREWORD 


S OME English admirers of Anatole France will be 
surpn<;cd b}’' passages m tins fascinating book. 
In France its pubhcation, and immense success, 
hashad a beneficial cflccton “M Bergeret's ” reputation. 
There ^\as a tcndcnc}' m Ins later years to consider 
A'natole France as an eminent but tiresome old man 
mduced by undesirable connexions to devote his powers 
to regrettable olijccts The anecdotes and table-talk so 
ingeniously strung together by M Brousson, who was 
his secretary and intimate companion for eight years, 
have shown that down to a recent penod there was 
yet life in the old dog, and hfe moreover of a pecuharly 
mdividual and racy character A sad dog, he may have 
been m Puntan eyes, but there is no denymg his vigour 
The aim of Brousson's bnlhant portraiture is to show 
Anatole France on his mtimate side and \vithout the 
trappmgs that almost all men put on for the pubhc As 
we see him m it, he is perhaps not lovable, but he is 
certainly irresistible There is an impishness m him 
that fasemates while it repels " M Bergeret ” looked on 
life with eyes of Olympian irony, and it would be strange 
if his mtimate talk on all matters under the sun had not 
been ironic. No lover of the Contes de Jacques Tourne- 
hroche, Htsiotre Comtque, or of the lamented Abb^ Coig- 
nard, will regret to find their spurt so fuHy mspirmg 
their creator’s pnvate conversation A caustic and ego- 
tistical spurt it seems at the first blush Mrs Grundy 
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will denounce it as a naughty spirit , but Anatole France 
was Mrs Grundy’s deadly foe and what she calls naughti- 
ness he called life And for those who look there is below 
more than the scmtdlating raillery of the surface Love 
and beauty were to Anatole France the grams of gold 
dropped by the nver of life He could jest about them, 
with the wit and learmng of which he was the immitable 
master, but it is the serious appreciation, the passionate 
adoration rather, underl5nng the changes he rang on 
those two mighty stnngs, that makes him a source of 
mspiration and rebuts the chcirge of cymcism If we 
must attach a moral to the figure that emerges triumph- 
antly from the marvellous mosaic of M Brousson’s 
notebook it is, I thmk, this To those who read anght, 
the great Pagan’s fame will only be enhanced by the 
loving care that has set down all, and ftot feared to tell 
the truth 

J P 


March, 1925. 



BY WAY OF PREFACE 


D inner at Lap^rouse Madame is there The 
Master sulks He shows his lU-humour by 
obstinate silence , also, by excessive courtesy 
He passes the dishes with affected emphasis " Take 
some more of this chicken, my friend It is dehcious 
It^s worthy of you Would 5mu have the great kmdness 
to pass me the mustard ? ” This heavy gastronomic 
chat is accompanied by elaborate bows suggestive of a 
rehgious service Storm looms over the httle dimng- 
room, ornamented with Fragonards of the Napoleon III 
penod 

At dessert Madame makes a signal that the moment 
has come The Master speaks ivith a rush, and m the 
staccato tone of an alarm clock gomg off 
" It appears, my young fnend, that you keep a record 
of ever3^hing I say ” 

" Of everything you say. Master ? ” 

" That you note dovui carefully m the evemng what 
you have heard durmg the day” 

Madaim " It is mtolerable ! ” 

I explain " I share a banquet fit for longs it is 
only chanty to pick up the crumbs for the poor who are 
outside — ^for postenty ” 

A ghmpse of blue is seen m the stormy sky 
" For postenty I For postenty i What is postenty ? 
It IS you It is I It is Madame We are all some one's 
postenty,” 
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" I am domg for you, Master, what Flonanet ^ did for 
Voltaire ” 

“ I am not Voltaire, but you are Flonanet ” 

“ I am not Flonanet, and you are Voltaire What the 
Abbd Ledieu did for Bossuet ” 

“You exceed the Abb4 Ledieu m devotion, and I am 
not the Eagle of Meaux What pleasure can you find 
m pickmg up the careless words that tnckle down my old 
beard ? A sadly perverted taste After aU, if you find 

it amusmg 1 And then, who can stop you ^ What 

I ask of you, my young fnend, is not to publish any of 
this m my lifetime you will not have long to wait 
You would make me quarrel with too many people 
When I am under the sod, make me say whatever you ^ 
wiU (Tummg to Madame) Now, it would be mdis- 
cretion Then, it will be erudition ” * 

' J P C de Flonan, the wnter of fables, was Voltaire’s 
great nephew His work “Voltaire et le serf du Jura” was 
crowned by the Academy in 1782 — J P 
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A YOUNG MAN FROM THE COUNTRY COMES 
TO PARIS 

L ike many another in these days, a young man 
came to Pans, freshly stamped with the hall- 
mark of his provmcial university He brought 
with hun a bundle of diplomas and manuscnpts WMe 
he .waited for pubhshers and glory he hved m an attic 
in the Rue Serpente and picked up his hvehhood by 
domg research uf hbranes for people who fancy them- 
selves at archasology One morning, a certam well- 
known Civil Servant, a Huguenot, who employed him for 
some work on the Massacre of St Bartholomew, said to 
lum -without more ado "Anatole France expects you 
to-morrow mommg it is Wednesday and his reception 
day. Give him this letter He has need of some- 
body for his Joan of Arc " 

Imagme the emotion of the young man from the 
country He was from the Roman south of France and 
was fairly well up m the classics, but completely ignorant 
of contemporary hterature Yet he knew Anatole France 
because he was a classic, and the last of them 
Night brought him httle sleep, but phantasmagoric 
dreams of the reception m store. At dawm he slumbered, 
then awoke m terror rune o’clock aheady ' The recep- 
tion IS for eleven But he has a vast distance to go 
From the Rue Serpente to the Villa Said must be a good 
six kilometres TTie young man from the country will 
do them on foot, first, out of economy, but also from 

17 B 
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ladder Now there remains, m this marvellously fur- 
nished den, but one supphant, a httle one-eyed man, 
burstmg with Gascon vivacity He comers the Master 
He tells him a long, sad story France feels m his pockets, 
draws out a letter-case, and shps a hundred-franc note 
mto the hand of the petitioner He presses him close 
and long to his breast, then pushes him briskly to the stair- 
case When he hears the door below shut, he cries down 
over the banmsters 

" Josephme < Josephme • Never let that Cyclops 
come m here agam > He has a gemus for ' touchmg \ ’ ” 
France goes mto his bedroom Tiptoe, the young 
man from the country makes off, his heart overflowing 
In the street he tears his useless letter of mtroduction 
to pieces It gives him pleasure to see the fragments 
flutter ofi like butterflies He hai lacked courage 
What ! Twenty-one and free, and a coward 1 But the 
young man from the country had been immured m 
boardmg-school and college, from the age of nme 
At his hotel, on his table of bare wood, a pneumatic,^ 
and m the hand of the famous author 
“ I waited for you all the mommg Why did you not 
come ? Were you afraid of me ? I shall be at home, 
to you only, to-morrow mommg at the Vflla Said — 
Anatole Feance ” 

Vainly the maidservant tries to keep him out The 
young man from the country brandishes his conquering 
pneumatic under her nose The Master receives him m 
the hbrary A short exammation ensues 

How much do you earn by workmg for M ? ” 

“ Nothmg ” 

I will double your salary ” 

A letter sent by pneumatic post, the quickest system of 
correspondence m Pans Before the war a pneumatic reached 
its destmation m an hour , now m from two to three — J P 



O PHYSICS, SA^Y: }!£ FROM 3IETAPHYSICS 2r 

He explains vrhat lie will want me to do For twenty- 
years he has been worlang at a Joan of Arc. The I'laid 
has snifered hea\-ily from changes of house, and from 
divorces He has mislaid references, and he wants the 
best and the most learned references to shut the mouths 
of those who maintam that he is only a nov ehst . " Num- 
bers of foho volumes, you understand ? That will 
look fine.” 


St « ♦ * 

O PHYSICS. SAVE ME FROM METAPHYSICS 

Suddenly he asks me : " Have yon been freed ? ” 
t stand perplexed I do not know precisely what he 
means Fr^ed from what ^ From military service ^ 
He makes him^lf clear 

“ Have you been liberated from rehgious behefs ^ 
Oh, the question is not in the least mdiscreet I say that 
to you, just as I would say * ' Have you a good diges- 
tion ’ Is your liver all nght ^ ' People are bom churchy 
or unchurchy, just as they are bom with a tendency to 
arteno-sderosis, cancer, or consumption. Not aH the 
preachings or all the proofs make any difierence. Are 
there more unhehevers to-day than in the fifteenth 
century, for instance ? I do not th ink so But then 
people feigned devotion from fear of the stake. He who 
is bom an unbehever, remains one all his life, and vice 
versa he lacks the organ of superstition- In relation 
to heaven he is an eunuch, I had that infinmfy or, if you 
hke, advantage That is why I inquire with such sym- 
pathetic interest about you. Anatomists will, I trust, 
one day discover the cause and seat of the religious 
spmt. I know nothing more terrible directed agamst 
its devotees than a saying of La Bruyere in his chapter — 
a feeble chapter too — m the Esprxis forts ” 
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He chooses a La Bruyere from his hbrary. He shows 

the edition with pnde, it is that of the most notable 

of all He finds the passage without difBiculty, and 
reads " ‘ He who is m perfect health doubts the existence 
of God, but, when he gets a dropsy, leaves his mistress 
and sends for the priest ’ He sends for a doctor at the 
same moment Decay of the body mduces decay of the 
mmd Faith and creduhty are infirmities, and most often 
they are congemtal Sometimes a man fives with them 
without bemg too much harassed, ]ust as one does with 
consumption, arteno-sclerosis, or cancer But the down- 
I ward turn comes and he gives himself to drugs and the 
Deity A few extra grammes of sugar m his urme and 
the hbertme goes to mass ” 

He turns agam to his magnificent La Bruyere. He 
reads “ It is a very serious thing to die " He shuts the 
book with disgust, and jeers “ What foolery ! It is no 
harder than to be bom It is the end of the curve 
Everyone is successful at that It may be longer or 
shorter, more or less harmomous We come from the 
womb to go and rot m the earth ” 

* It: * * 

MASTER 

On my calling him “ Master,” he reproved me gently 
” Would you deny your faith, my young fnend ? You 
were brought up on holy script Has the breath of the 
age efiaced it from your nund ? Recall that passage m 
the Gospel, for it is decisive ‘ Be not ye called Rabbi, 
for One is your Master, and ye are all brethren ' 

" I too, m my youth, said ‘ Master ' to academicians 
I know what it means It does not really signify accord- 
mg to its etymology, Magtster — ‘ My good sir, you are 
worth thnce what I or any simple man is worth ’ n It 
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means *You poor old pedant, your chatter is sheer 
dnvel ! Mere head-waggmg ! - Tedious redundancy < 
Yon think you’re the equal of the gods Then don't 
delay m this low world You have lasted long enough 
It’s high tune to make place for the young ’ Yes, that is 
what httle rascals think while they are busy mcensmg old 
idols Don’t protest ' I was the same as you "V^ere 
has the time gone when I said ‘ Master ’ to Renan ? 
And you wiU come quickly to where I am And people 
will call you ' Master ’ some day Yes, yes, ‘ Master ’ 
Brousson 1 That wiU happen to you sooner than you 
think. My mastership wiU then be the prey of worms, 
but on the banks of the Styx I shall rub my hands I 
shall be avenged ” 

* * * « * ♦ 

AURORA MUSIS AMIGA 

" Gime to-morrow mormng we will get to work ” 

He pomts to the ceihng of his bedroom, decorated with 
an Italian allegory A muse, reclining on an eiderdown 
of clouds, holds her tablets and stylus She is a lady of 
superlatively massive charms About her sports a 
nng of chubby cupids In a comer of the pictiue Phoebus’ 
horses stand cham ping ready to carry the god of day 
through the realms of heaven And on a scroll is written 
Aurora musts arnica 

" Young man, take for your programme that motto : 
' Dawn is the great friend of the muses ’ Come then 
to-morrow mormng at whatever hour you choose the 
earher the better I am m haste to finish with my Maid 
I sleep httle and badly You will be welcome at any 
time ” 

On the morrow behold me at the Villa Said at seven 
o’clock Several times over I timidly touch the httle 
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sixteenth-century bronze figure that connects with the 
electric beU This trinket, which comes from Florence, 
IS ill-adapted to modem invenbons The bell gives 
forth a pitiful sound It too sleeps, like the whole house- 
hold I begm agam Nothmg The house seems dead 
Third attack, a little less ceremonious This begms to 
resemble an " elevation ” I find myself back m the 
fair days of youth, when in alb and cassock I rang for the 
elevation of the host But no God now makes his appear- 
ance What’s to be done ? I fall to studymg the door 
It IS set back as m a mche and inspires meditation It 
IS ornamented with archaic votive offenngs Two 
female bronzes, helmeted — ^Bellona, Mmerva ^ — serve 
for handles The diamond-headed nails, the hmges, the 
groove of the lock — all is of an ancient epoch Renewed 
nngmg, that stirs nothmg but the silfence Seated on 
the doorstep I stare vacantly about me It is June and 
radiant weather The breath of sprmg from the Bois de 
Boulogne hard by touches me softly on the cheek In 
those days the pnvate road of the Villa Said was grassy 
and silent as a convent court — sumptuous houses have 
been binlt there smce A flock of shameless, brazen 
sparrows pilfer and peck among the dust Time passes 
visibly, m the bnlhant hght, with the rustle as it were of a 
sheet of silk bemg unrolled But here comes a little 
feUow, balancmg two cans with a martial s^vmg It is 
the milkman The sacrilegious creature, m a cloth cap, 
hangs a pot of milk on the head of Mmerva Another 
attack on the bell It is the last But it is sustamed 
If no one comes now, I shall leave this fabulous city of 
the Sleepmg Beauty Suddenly, a transformation scene 
the ancient metal of the peep-hole m the door grates 
There grates too, but more harshly, the sound of an 
unavil voice Through the mterstices of the iron, stray 
curl-papers protrude 
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" What are you up to there ? ” 

Clearly I am taken for a beggar or a tramp I apolo- 
gize, hat m hand An eye exammes me askance through 
the gratmg At last Josephine recognizes me 
" It’s you who’ve been making all this rumpus ? ” she 
grutches " Have you tumbled out of bed ” 

" But the Master told me to come at the earhest pos- 
sible moment ” 

" The earliest ’ As if he knew what he said ! 

The earhest possible moment in Pans is nme o’clock 
One can see you’re from the country Wait a mmute, 
I'll open ” 

And grumblmg the while she unbars the stubborn door 
You cannot imagme the quantity of uon bars, steel chains, 
and bolts that protect the learned sleep of M Bergeret 
Now I am m tlie hall I should say, the sacnsty In 
front of me against the pillar that supports the stair- 
case is a Madonna with the Holy Child m her arms 
" Have you breakfasted ? ” asks Josephine, somewhat 
calmed 
“ No ” 

" You're crazy ! At your age you must feed yourself 
properly nothing is so unwholesome as to go out fastmg 
Wait tdl you get a chest complaint and see if he’ll bnng 
you your gruel ! ” 

"He? Who?” 

Josephme puts a sly finger on her bps 
” Hush ! He’s still asleep ” 

“The Master? ” 

The word “ Master ” puts the maid m a fury 
" Master 1 Master ! What's wrong with them aU, to 
call him Master ? Master of what, if you please ? Of 
his soup when he’s eaten it Supposing he keeps it down, 
too 1 A fine master, indeed ! If I weren’t there, he 
wouldn’t be capable of so much as changmg his pants ” 
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She listens 

" He won’t worry us till nine o’clock He’s an odd 
thing He never knows what he wants ” 

So saying, she taps her forehead with her finger to 
indicate the weakness of her employer’s brains She 
disappears into the basement whence comes an odour of 
chocolate and toast 

I make acquamtance with the objects m the hall At 
the bottom of the staircase, as m a well-kept hotel, hang, 
m order of their size, twenty or so keys from an oak panel 
decorated with the Palmist’s verse Ntst dominus 
custodient domum “ Except the Lord keep the house ” 
In fact these keys, these noble keys, are Roman, 
Neo-Latm, Gothic The most modem is at least three 
hundred years old A Greek goddess smiles across at 
the Madonna On a httle German ta‘t>le between two 
stools an 6pergne of old Marseilles offers its grapes and 
peaches of ghttermg majohca 
Josephme comes up agam with a tray and m a Chmese 
cup the silkiest of smokmg hot chocolate The plate with 
the toast belonged to the India Company From the 
India Company too is the handle of the knife for buttenng 
it The sugar-basm and the rest, down to the little silver 
spoon with a coat of arms, all bespeaks another age, 
regal and dehcate, of exqiusite taste Josephme puts the 
tray on a stool From her apron pocket she produces a 
bottle of medicated kola wme, of which all our great 
men have sung the mvigoratmg virtues She fills a glass 
which she decants almost by force mto my astomshed 
mouth 

" Just to keep the mommg air out ' ” 

One after another she herself demohshes a senes of 
thimblefuls She explams “ It costs him nothmg He 
has only to wnte people send him packing-cases of 
it 
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Enlivened by the tonic, she pours out her soul to me. 
It is u stormy and a b.tter soul 

" You thini: it’s gay for a ’«-oman like me to ln*e m 
the middle of ail these antiqmties ^ ” And she r^Tk the 
innumerable v ert^ of art to \\ntness " Just another 
drop ? No ’ You're vrrong It "vrould buck you up 
So you vrant to be his secrctarT,-, do j'ou ? That's an idea, 

to be sure ' Ah, if I vrasu't there 1 Have you a 

good handn-nting ? My boy, my poor boy, he was the one 
v.ho would have made a go^ secretziy ’ He alwajo got 
the priaeforround-hand, Gothic, andslantingtoo: hehad 
the best writing in all his scnool. It was he who used to 
wnte the ad dress of congratulati on to them master. "When 
we have time, I will show you letters that he wrote me on 
New Yea>s Dat. And to think that there are people 
who come to as* / in; for his handwnting * ” 

An indignant finger points upstairs to where Anatole 
France sleeps 

" It's a scrawl » He’s so clumsy Why, he spends all 
his time scratching out and begin n ing again Ah, yes ! 
^Miat’s the muddle he makes worth compared to my poor 
boy’s letters: you shall see.” 

She whimpers over her glass 

" He died* at eighteen He had such a future before 
him If he had hved, I shouldn't be here, not much I 
You must know that I didn’t always have misfortunes 
I’m of a good family. My father was one of the leadmg 
drapers in Geneva. There were three pages at my wed- 
ding But my husband died and left his business in a 
tangle. So I had to earn my bread working for others,” 

Nme o’dock strikes 

” Talie the letters,” she orders " It’s tune to wake 
him. If I wasn’t here, he would never wake—' Master ’ 
indeed f " 

She takes the tray. The chocolate has set fast We 
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go up the staircase, embellished with pious images, re- 
liquaries, processional crosses, censers Now we are on 
the first story Nvith the bedroom on one side and the 
hbrary opposite Josephine knocks 

" Come in I” calls a cross, nasal voice In the obscunty 

the voice pursues its lamentations. 

' I thought you were dead I should have survived it 
you know, but for my chocolate Every one abandons 
me Poor wretch that I am > ” 

The curtains are drawn aside and daylight enters 
caressmgly into the strange room A dais surmounted 
by a fourposter, and in the bed, wlumsically bolstered up, 
the head beturbaned in a flowered Indian silk handker- 
chief, the bust enveloped in innumerable woolly garments, 
IS a creature who makes you think of Mvc^MalaSc Imagtn- 
aire and also of the wolf, disguised as granny, in Little 
Red Ridinghood The woolly garments are pushed aside. 
A beard flashes, vividly silver against the silk of the 
flowery kerchief A mocking nose peeps out and sniffs 
" What’s the weather like ? ” 

" Seasonable weather ” 

“ Cautious creature Who is that with you ? ” 

" M Brousson ” 

" Ah, forgive me, my young friend, for mflicting this 
distressmg spectacle on you How have I slept ^ Like 
a galley-slave at the oar This fever has not left me one 
hour’s peace I spent my time reading Tacitus and 
Casanova If it goes on like this, I shall soon be fit for 
the undertaker ” 

" Don’t beheve a word of it,” protests Josephine 
" From my room upstairs I heard him snonng as loud as 
the last trump " 

On the httle Loms XIII table by the bed lie books 
with strange paper-kmves stuck m them A bottle of 
mmeral water jostles agamst a pewter inkstand Here 
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axe two church candlesticks with candles of yellow wax, 
half burnt The candles axe of the correct liturgical 
pattern Josephine must buy them in some ecclesiasfacal 
store It might almost be a mass And their pious hght 
has been illuminating the orgies of Casanova 1 

Deplormg the while the miserable condition of man, 
the destmed victim of old age, uglmess, impotence, and 
death, the Master bravely attacks his chocolate the 
brioches and the toast make but short resistance The 
keenness of his appetite gives the lie to his lamentations 
" I am a poor thing What am I doing here, I should 
hke to know ? If only people would leave me m peace 1 
But all the bores in the world axe determined to run me 
down ” 

m 

» O * ♦ Cl 

a 

THE FAIRY BATH 

He pomts with disgust to the post spread on the eider- 
down Between two mouthfuls he rummages among 
letters, pamphlets, newspapers, and books The inspec- 
tion is soon over 

“ To the bath ! To the bath 1 ” he cnes, throwmg the 
books on to the ground 

And as I stand amazed, he explains 
“ Over there is my bathroom In it, as befits, is a 
bath , but it is an enchanted bath A fairy bath You 
laugh, unhappy young man f If I told you that the bath 
was larger than the bathroom, you would not beheve it 
And yet it is the pure truth Ah, that bathroom was 
the work of no ordmary architect ! He who drew the 
plans of it had uncommon gemus and, under colour of 
savmg space, achieved a masterpiece , a bathroom, most 
damty and practical, but a bathroom in which it is im- 
possible to take a bath. So, as everything ends by bemg 
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of some use, the bath, mto ■which I cannot get, serves to 
receive the books that are showered on me When it is 
full, a secondhand bookseller comes and empties it We 
have fixed a price Wdioever the authors may be — verse 
or prose — it is fifty francs a bath Wdien he came for 
the first time, at the moment of stnkmg the bargam, I 
trembled a httle Fifty francs, thought I, is truly not 
much for carrymg ofi that weighty heap of foohshness 
He nught have asked a hundred of me But I was 
astounded when I saw him draw a note from his pocket , 
I thought it was I who had to pay him ” 

From the books he passes to the newspapers and letters 
He puts on one side Humamte, the Achon, and the Figaro 
” Come here, Mr Secretary This is for you ” ^ 

And he hands me his letters “ A secretary, must keep 
his master’s secrets, mustn't he ^ Oh^ the fine secrets 
that are there ! I count on your faithfulness Stay, 
no ! Best count on no one's faithfulness Throw all 
■that rubbish mto the fire We shall be qmcker done ■with 
It” 

And as I hesitate, imagming that he is ]okmg 
“ Into the fire 1 Into the fire, I tell you Unless 
you insist on replymg to aU those bores After aU, 
that’s your afiair ” 

♦ ♦ 

THINK OF YOUR SOUL 

All the same, he saves a letter from ■the auiodafi 
” This one,” he explains, " I ■will read it is from a mad- 
woman Look at 'the envelope The address is multi- 
coloured Monsieur is m blue , Anatole France m crimson , 
de V A cadimie Frangaise m green Doub'tless an allusion to 
■the uniform of the Company of ■the Pont-des-Arts I don’t 
know "this madwoman, but I am grateful to her all the 
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same for troubling about my salvation After all, is she 
mad ? In any case she is not, on my soul, much more so 
than many others of her se\ And then, she is not piti- 
less , she begs me to save my soul My case then is not 
past pardon Hou much more cruel was Renan’s corre- 
spondent she vTote to him every day — ‘ Hell exists ' 
Poor crazed thing 1 The earth exists and that is enough 
I am so slack tlus morning, that I don't know if I shall 
get up " 

So saying M Bergerct leaps from bed mth positively 
j'outhful agihty Josephine helps him into trousers made 
uath huge feet attached to them ^ and a dressing-gown of 
thick, soft flannel \Vlule she ties the cord, she consoles 
her master vath the famihanty of a servant of classic 
drama , 

" You're a stoilter fellow than any of them You will 
be always complaining, and you sleep hke a cat and eat 
like a wolf ” 

She calls me to witness 

" You saw his legs ? His body is hke a child’s It’s 
as white as chicken’s flesh All, there are a good few 
young ones that would be glad to be like him " 

The coraphment does not displease 
" Josephine,” her master says in a softened tone, 
” you are a good soul and I am very glad to have you 
vnth me you are a treasure ” 

" What cap will you wear ? ” 

” Let’s have a look at them ” 

THE SKULL-CAPS 

Josephme produces a little basket full of the strangest 
caps The great man takes them, holds them out on his 
1 Such as Balzac also used to wear indoors — J P 
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fist, tries them on, looks in a Venetian mirror, rejects 
them, hesitates And with reason there is an immense 
collection There are skull-caps of silk, of velvet, 
of Jouy doth Large caps, coming dovm over the ears 
like a papal bonnet Others of sugar-loaf form hke 
a fez Others recall the damty httle cap, stuck like a 
scarlet -wafer on the heads of choir-boys Finally he 
chooses one m red-currant Jou}'- stuff There are Chinese 
caps, mandarin caps, caps like pagodas 

" There," he says, " no-w we -will work I am not at 
home to an5mne ” 

On the word, a string of -visits begms 

fl; 

C 

THE MISTRESS OF THE HOUSt 

This mormng we took refuge in the great hbrary, 
opposite the bedroom There is a huge chimney-piece 
with a stone cowl A piece of tapestrj^ caught back, 
reveals a kind of alcove In a glass case, Tanagra figures, 
Etruscan vases, Egy'ptian pots In another, preaous 
emblazoned bmdings, and medals Near -the -window a 
huge oak table The whole room, like the rest of "the 
house for the matter of that, resembles a sort of Victor 
Hugo museum Before seatmg himself m the adjustable 
Louis XIV armchair Anatole France addresses a kmd 
of prayer to the mutilated Venus, standing on a movable 
base, m the sanctuary formed by -the tapestry By 
means of a handle he -turns the goddess His fingers 
run over her breast and loins 

" See how lovely she is • She is the rmstress of the 
house I bought her m Rome, but she is of Greek ongm , 
the shape and the quahty too of the marble show that 
Touch her she puts up -with an^dhing, for she has no 
arms It is real Paros ! The satin of the very skm, 
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you would say, wouldn’t you ? ske is the mistress of 
the house Let us put ourselves imder her protection 
before we undertake the Maid Was she really a maid, 
do you think ? So much the worse for her It took me 
a lot of trouble to extract my goddess from the Roman 
shop where she lay You know there is a law in Italy 
that prevents the export of works of art ? Happily I 

made the acquaintance of the Abb^ de He was a 

Frenchman attached to the papal court and besides that, 
managed a sort of archseological agency He could 
obtam, at one and the same time, audiences with the 
Pope, rehcs, mamage dispensatioi^, separations, titles 
of nobihty, Venuses, Ganymedes, and medals He did 
noj; openly keep a shop, but made it his busmess to know 
about tourists who had arrived After the fashion of 
lady go-betweenS, he would indicate the antiquary, or 
the impovenshed Roman noble wilhng to part with various 
valuables He took his little commission from both 
parties He undertook, m return you understand for a 
certam consideration, to get round the law and to pass 
into France, under the nose of the customs, the gods 
and goddesses of Olympus He came to see me at my 
hotel with a list of divmities and addresses His breviary^ 
was larded with photographs N(me was marked with 
a CaUipyge and Prime with a faun He wanted frantic- 
ally to sell me his faun He thought my tastes must be 
Virgihan The good abba's chiefes^ treasure was an 
Androgynus after Beriuni You should have heard him 
smg the praises of his Androgynus It was his pearl 
above pnce But I wanted a Venus ! He took me for 
a bumpkin, some dl-mstructed amateur I mduced 

H , of the Assistance Pnbhque, to buy his farm playmg 

a pipe, and he placed it in his hbrary He was mightily 
pleased with his faim^ He said to me ‘ When I look 
at that marble boy, I think of the twelve thousand boys 

c 
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of flesh, and blood whom I must feed ’ He is a gentleman 
who laj’s it on thick As for me, I like my Venus best 
Come ! To work ! ” 

^ ^ V ^ V. 

THE manuscript OF JOAN OF ARC 

Anatole France takes his place at the massive oak table 
in the great adjustable armchair He tinkles a little 
church bell Enter Josephme, m a fluny^ 

“ Bnng the sack ” 

The servant returns draggmg a sort of mattress after 
her 

" Leave it on the carpet Do you know vhat that is, 
my 5'oung friend ? That is the manuscnpt cf Joan of 
Arc You see that for some time to corne j ou have \mur 
bread provided for There must be well over a hundred- 
weight of it All that rubbish is yours Bum it, tear 
it to pieces, blue-pencil it I don’t want to look at it 
This Maid is too much for me You don't know where 
to get hold of her She maj’’ have been a saint, but she 
was certainl}^ a joker However you start m to tell the 
story of her, you'll make everyone funous Rehgious 
folk will cry out ' Sacrilege > ' and atheists will saj- 1 am 
a bigot I had shoved up aU those papers into the garret 
along with the mice Madame can't bear the mention 
of it She IS all for tales of to-day She doesn't under- 
stand that the Life of Joan of Arc might be another 
Life of Jesus Aren’t they talkmg of canonizmg the 
holy girl ^ We must be ahead of them, and race them 
to the church door The pomt is to finish our hberal 
and repubhcan monument before the pnests hoist her 
up on to their altars There’s no time to be lost Just 
have a look over the manuscnpt ” 

I extract a mass of note-books from the sheet m which 
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they are done up %vith safety-pins as tight as in a bathing 
costume On to the carpet ram letters, envelopes, visiting 
cards, announcements of marriages and of deaths, news- 
paper cuttmgs, tradesmen’s bills — ice-cream-men, pastry- 
cooks, picture-framers On the back of these scraps — 
for they are no more — are hasty notes, dates, and refer- 
ences 

" You didn't expect such a mess, my young country 
gentleman ? You see I work everywhere Especially 
at railway stations Madame has been taken with the 
itch for traveUmg She can’t stop for long an5nvhere 
In the summer, it’s Quiberon and Bnttany In the 
autumn, the Gironde and the ch&.teaux on the Loire 
Every day three churches, two museums, ten antiqmty 
shops ! In the wmter she consents to bnng her poor 
mvahds to Pans But once spnng shows, into the sleep- 
ing-car we must jump and rush to Rome or Florence or 
Naples I have become a vagabond That does not 
interfere with wntmg hght tales or stones of to-day 
But it mterferes very much with Joa 7 i of Arc You will 
find there numbers of essential passages copied from 
goodness knows what books But you are learned 
You are young You are patient I place m5^elf in 
your fnendly hands Have you a portfoho ? Do you 
want to carry oS a few armfuls of my Maid with you ? 
The first thmg to do, I think, must be to divide up the 
work Once the chapters are fixed, the book is ready 
wntten m my head Our Joan of Arc, I foresee, wall 
make two volumes But we must arrange them so that 
one will lead up to the other It is essential to string 
the reader on Readers, I have noticed, often lack 
appetite when volume two is dished up To prevent its 
selhng less than number one, it must carry a full cargo 
Twenty m one, fifteen m the other Let us mark Joan 
of Arc’s wrappers ReaUy we can’t leave the Maid m 
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that state on the carpet There must be wrappers m 
this blotter ” 

He opens a magnificent Pontifical in red morocco with 
the arms of some prelate, turned to lay uses as a blotting- 
pad, and rages to find nothmg 

“ It’s always the same thmg ! Josephme • Josephine > 
(He nngs funously ) No one can imagine the ingenuity 
of that female bereft of youth and beauty to prevent 
my workmg There were reams of capital paper here 
for makmg wrappers And now not a single sheet 
You’ll see, she has taken it for curl-papers or to make 
covers for ]am-pots Josephme • Josephine * (Fresh 
peals on the bell) She must be dead ' I shan’t recall 
her to life by rmgmg her knell Let us make -wrappers 
■with these newspapers ” < 

The wrappers made, we must mark them On the vast 
table is a picturesque medley small antique bronzes, 
Roman and mediseval fragments, an imperious marble 
hand of an Emperor, several agnus Dci’s, a tortoise full 
of waters, three or four bells, a ruler made out of speci- 
mens of harmomously graded malachite, a whole regi- 
ment of inkpots of every age and land pewter, lead, 
Chmese lacquer They are all bone dry 

“ I could have sworn it not a drop of ink > ” 

It IS always so -with great -writers By dint of yelhng 
and nngmg, Josephme is summoned 
“ Are you ill, sir ? ” 

“ No, I’m not dl , I'm annoyed ” 

" With whom ? ” 

" With you Not a drop of ink m the house • ” 

“ You’U be saymg next that I dnnk it ” 

She rolls doivn stairs and comes up again wi-th a bottle 
Victory 1 But on trymg it we have to smg a lower tune 
the ink turns out to be cofiee After the ink, it is the 
turn of the pens The -wn-tmg desks are decorated -with 
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noble tufts of goose-quills , but they scratch There are 
also reed pens but they splutter. The Maid's wrappers 
are put off till the morrow 

ORIGINAL KISSES 

In a book-box on the Embankment, he has unearthed 
the Ktsses and the Ehgtes of Jean Second It is the 
Tissot edition The subtitles set him talking One 
reads Followed by several ongiml ktsses by P F 
T tssot 

" What conceit • What an ignoramus a man must be 
tcf think that there remains an3rthmg ongmal m that 
palpitating sphere ' The first day of the creation after 
two or three hours passed m the garden of Eden, Adam 
and Eve knew every bit as much as Second and Tissot 
Then I haven’t much faith in these vendors of patent 
kisses Their mouths are so full of Greek and Latm 
that when they pass from theory to practice they must 
deposit httle rounds of ink on their fair ones’ cheeks 
But do they pass ? That is the question Erotic writers 
generally cool their heels pretty badly m real life Their 
gaUantnes are of the ink-pot variety ” 

(Here follow some very unexpected cntiasms of M 
Paul Bourget's heromes) 

He goes on 

“ Do you love caresses ? Myself I thirst for them I 
give you eveiything else age, beauty, soaal rank 
Duchess or dmry-maid — mere labels • I hold to the 
opmion of our greatest royal voluptuary ' No matter 
which of them ! ' said Loms XV to his valet, Lebel 
' But take her first to the bath and to the dentist ’ 

“ That monarch was a great man Whatever may be 
said of him, he deserved the title of ' Beloved ’ The bath 
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and the dentist ' There 5'ou have the whole thing The 
bath spells hygiene, the onlj* moral code of love The 
body must be ready for the caress, for 5^ou are not, I 
trust, one of those lenten fellovs who would salute the 
fair sex with a httle peck on the cheek, fit for a rehc or 
a sacred vessel As for me, I demand Venus in all her 
beauty The face i Good for relations, fnends, husband, 
or children B3’ dmt of such domestic usage it becomes 
hardened. The down vanishes, the surface grov.s m- 
sensible. Lovers have the nght to more ongmahty ; 
so to say, to first editions Now I know the vanit}'' of 
all human learmng Vhat useless reading, v hat crushing 
knowledge for a life so bnef and passed m the midst 
of dunces ' VTiy take all this tiresome luggage for so 
short a journey? People praise mj’’ leamirg I no 
longer want other learmng than m the^ realm of love 
Love IS now my umque, my particular stud}- It is to 
that I devote the flickermg remains of passion If only 
I could write all that the httle god inspires m me * Dis- 
mal prudery reigns in hterature, a pruder}' more silly, 
cruel, and cmmnal than the Holy Inqmsition For me 
now, a woman is a book Remember, I told 3’’ou there 
are no bad books din t of seeking through the pages, 
you end by finding a passage that repa3’’S 3'^ou for your 
trouble I seek, my fnend, I seek dihgentl}?^ ” 

So saymg he wets his finger and in the air, feverishly 
and caressingly, turns pages of imaginary parchment 
He goes on, his e3’^es sparkhng with youth 

Vhen I have the joy of holdmg m my arms one of 
God s creatures, I read the masterpiece, fine b}'’ Ime 
Not a stop, not a comma do I mis.c; Sometimes I lose 
my spectacles over it • ” 
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TACT AND TASTE 

Ltmcheon at Madame’s No guests We amve at 
half-past one “ We had given up hopes of you,” she 
says “ I thought you were stiE presiding at some 
subversive meetmg,” says Monsieur ” Still, revolu- 
tionaries must lunch like every one else Indeed they 
have bigger appetites” 

We sit down The hors-d’auvre appear, tasteless 
Monsieur ” I read your article in the Action You 
write m the Action now ? You have given up Humanity ? 
Why ^ I rmderstand ! You are out of love with 
EiimaniU because it has no more money Poor Sumaniii 1 
I^dn’t understand a word in your article this monung ” 
France p “ I am not surpnsed It was not for you 
that I wrote if” 

Monsieur ” Of course * Fm too stupid, aren’t I, to 
understand your masterpieces ! Look here now If you 
think some one a mere clod, you can't lunch with him 
every day for twenty years” 

France “ Just what I have said to myself every day 
for twenty years” 

Madame throws herself between them to prevent a 
clash She reprimands both sides 
Madanie “ Now no pohtics, I beg Spare me your 
pohtical squabbles Keep them for the smokmg-room 
Remember that ladies are present ” 

France “ 1 will take care, Madame, not to forget it ” 
(He bends, mterrupts swallowing, wipes his lips and mous- 
taches with a napkm and kisses Madame’s hand ) 

The entree follows, tasteless, like the hors-d' ccuvre 
Monsieur “ Have you read X's article m the Gaulois ? 
There’s thumpmg smart stuff for you ! ” 

And he thumps on the table 

France “ Smart stufi ! Smart stufi ! Stuffing is a 
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term nsed m cookery^ of certam dishes stoEed and then 
roasted : stnEed geese for example. TMio are the ge^ 
in. this case ^ The readers of vonr paper ? ” 

21adaTm "Look out 1 I-vramyonl Politics again ! " 

2ilchslz'(r. " Anyway the artide is by a patriot and 
a good Frenchman.” 

Frar.cc. " Yes, one of those good Frenchmen who can 
never write French.” 

So we come to the roasL hxnnchrng their drumsticks, 
the two suddenly feel imbrued with the warmth of friend- 
ship They make anxions ingmiies about each other's 
health. 

2ilcns:z’(T. " My dear France, yon really should not 
take so much sauce. Rich food is bad for you. Any- 
one can see that your liver is out of order. You’re posi- 
tivelv veliow to^av. You might be made of ginger- 
bread.” 

Frarcc " "What is there changed in your appearance, 
my dear fdlow ? Have you been brealdng your teeth ? 
Look, Madame, he has lost a tooth An incisor, too 
Scientists tell us now that the incisors are the most usefol 
of all the teeth for comnlete mastication You should 
really look after yourselL Always a bad sign, at your 
age, to lose a tooth.” 

2^Io7,siz"r. " And you have got good, sharp teeth, 
thank the Lord ! But I wouldn’t have your hile-duct 
for something.” 

Frahce. " kVho said I wanted to part with it ? ” 

From the chicken to the sweet, the two hold a mutual 
medical mspectioa. They count each other’s wdukles, 
white hairs, loose teeth, signs of weakness, blemishes. 
They diagnose the most recondite complaints To listen 
to them you would think the lawver and nriest needed 
without an instant's delav and the undertaker to follow. 
Madame mak^ a hnal eSort to blow awav this hospital 
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atmosphere To change the subject, she begins to praise 
Dr P ’s collection She was lookmg at it only yester- 

day " ^Vhat Tanagras ! What Chmese cunos 1 He 
really is a man of great taste ” This diversion annoys 
Monsieur 

Monsieur “ Taste 1 What is taste, I should like to 
know ’ Anyone who is nch has taste You can always 
get others to have it for you You only have to go to 
antiquity shops or dealers who have taste Taste mdeed I 
What nonsense ! Why, I have taste ” 

France " There are people who have taste but no 
tact, for one is possible without the other Taste is a 
feehng for beauty , tact, for what is fittmg ” 

Monsieur ” Certainly, France You have taste 
You have 4act As much of the one as of the other 
And you, my dear, have you taste ? " 

Madame hesitates before replymg She smiles with an 
air of victory She takes her eternal lorgnette of white 
and gold from the table She touches the spring, breathes 
upon the glasses, wipes them with her napkin, places the 
mstrument on her nose, looks for a moment at her hus- 
band, and says pomtedly 

" True, dear, I did not always have taste ” 

She unharnesses her nose from the lorgnette, breathes 
once more on the glasses, wipes them, replaces them, and 
contemplates Anatole France with ecstasy 
" But, thank heaven, I have acquired it ” 

***** 

STEREOSCOPIC VIEWS 

Coffee is served in the red drawing-room on the first 
floor A stereoscope with views of antiquity serves for a 
distraction It is Anatole France who shps the plates 
into the box The box is of Chmese lacquer At every 
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view he intones a kind of chant “ The basihca of St 
Peter, mother of all the churches Two hundred churches 
m one ' Thirty-five doors ! A hundred and fifty chapek ' 
Fifty palaces ! Sixteen triumphal arches ' Thirty basil- 
icas — not to be confounded with the royal plant, basil, 
that perfumes the humble cobbler’s stall A thousand 
pictures > A thousand statues i The Cohseum ! Founded 
by Vespasian, maugurated by Titus, embellished by 
Domitian At the mauguration five thousand wild beasts 
were sacrificed to King Populace It could hold forty- 
five thousand spectators 
Madame " Are you qmte sure of that ? ” 

France “ As sure as of Gospel truth ” 

Madame “ Oh, m that case ! Forty-five thousand 
then I won’t contest it Was it there thaf the Chns- 
tians were thrown to the wild beasts ? ” 

France “ There and elsewhere Only they didn’t 
throw enough ” 

Madame ” That’s a very sangumary sentiment ” 
France “ Sangumary ? Sangumary ! Look close at 
the plate Do you see that breach m the wall, there, on 
the right ? ” 

Madame “ Yes It looks just like a pie with a bit 
cut out of it ” 

France ” And who cut Diocletian’s pie ^ Who were 
crueller enemies to the Coliseum than the cruellest of all 
old men, old Father Time himself ^ The Christians, 
Madame ! The Christians I don’t know how many 
churches, chapels, and cardmal’s palaces were not built 
VrUth the stones tom from the sides of the hapless cucus 
If all that Jewish rabble had been thrown to the lions, 
the monument would be mtact Our souls too would be 
intact The joy of our youth would not have been mpped 
m the bud by the trash of their most gloomy of gods 
Madame, “ Come, don’t excite yourself All that 
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happened a \crj long lunc ago Will 3 ’ou have some 
hqueur ? ” 

Fri7>:cc " A hllle Chartrcu'^c, please Tlic Arcli of 

Titus " 

He recites 

Tlic day begin nnd tlic dnv end, 

And Titii'^ ne’er slc l^crcniLC 

Nor I, the hvcloni; dnj, ‘^oc Titus" > 

He draws our attention to some plates worth}', in his 
MCW. of speeni note They arc beautified by a lighting 
dexncc, and represent Vesuvius in eruption and a ftte by 
night at Versailles Streams of light arc imitated by 
little holes made wath pins 
I*ra t'cc Perhaps you arc surprised, my young fnend, 

to see me play tlit part of a guide, but there is an illus- 
tnous example Remember Voltaire at Madame du 
Chatclct's He was shovsing the magic lantern And in 
the obscunt}' tlic dmne Emilic lent an car to the whisper- 
ing of the cold Saint-Lambert She had a child by him 
— the child, in fact, of the magic lantern But here I’ve 
got my eye on you 1 " 

^ It: t >> 

CINNA ON THE PHONOGRAPH 

After the stereoscope, the phonograph 
" Vdiat disc shall we have ? Sarali Bernhardt ? ” 

" For Mercy’s sake, no 1 She is an embodied nasal 
twang ’’ 

Mounet-SuUy ? ” 

" Heavens above 1 He bellows like a stag m love ” 

" L ? ” 

* Quo lo ]onr recommence ct que le jour fimsse 
Sans quo jamais Titus pmssc voir B6r6mce 
Sans quo de tout le jour, je puisse von Titus 
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" No, no Spare me that baa-mg sheep ” 

" Paul Mounet ? ” 

“ He bores me stifi The man’s a blacksmith ” 
Fmally the monologue of Cmna, mterpreted by X, is 
put on The miU has already ground out fifty alexan- 
dnnes or so The nasal voice contmues . 

Even to-day again my soul irresolute 
Would bid me surrender my ' power absolute * 

Of Maxime and of thee alone I’ve ask’d counsel, 

But it’s thme, despite him, to which I've held well * 

I 

Anatole France leaps from his chair and stops the 
mechanism, at the nsk of breaking it He is crimson in 
the face He prances about He yeUs c 

“ Ah, scoundrel i Perfect ass ! Did you Aear ? It’s 
blasphemy ! Sacnlege I ^ 

Of Maiome and of thee alone I’ve asked counsel. 

But it’s thme, despite him, to which I’ve held well 

That pumpkm of an actor puts the emphasis on ' despite 
him ’ ' The booby thinks it fine to make a pause, a 
kmd of organ-stop, the wrong way roimd What a simple- 
ton ' The emphasis is on ■&e ‘ thme ’ Actor ? He’s a 
greenhorn, a flat He plays the classics with a romantic 
swagger He has no sense of shades Augustus — ^he ? 
Augustus the circus clown • He would be hissed m a 
suburban fit-up ! ” 

“ At the Com^die fran 9 aise,” remarks Madame, “ all 
the house applauds him ” 

" The Comedie frangaise ? It’s a veritable Vale of 
Rest 1 An old-age almshouse ' — Under cover of honour- 

^ Qu’ aujourdhui mSme encor mon &me irresolue 
Me pressant de qmtter ma puissance absolue, 

Be Maxime et de toi, ]’ai pns les seuls avis, 

Et ce Bont, malgrd Im, les tiens que j’ai suivis 
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ing the classics, they flay them Just think what does 
Augustus want ? To cajole Cinna Hence all his specious 
persuasions 

' But it's THINE, despite him, to which I've held well ’ 
Nothing could be plamer A child of seven would under- 
stand ” 

Leaning with bis back against the mantelpiece he 
declaims Augustus' mercy He is really moved, when he 
forgives But grammatical cnticism makes him himself 
again 

* * * * * 

ATTILA BLEEDS AT THE NOSE 

"^e language of Corneille,” he remarks, "has aged 
greatly It has grtbivn crooked, hke Loms XIII's column 
Voltaire, m his day even, foimd it necessary to wnte a 
commentary Are we more lettered than they were m 
the times of Arouet ? Yet society folk applaud Corneille 
to the echo at the Comddie frangaise He is the poet of 
patnotism and Christianity I They applaud him, I'm 
veiy much afraid, without understandmg him To profit 
by him they would need the services of a philological 
commentator The language of the illustrious Norman 
IS no longer m use Far from it mdeed For mstance 

The hapless success of the great king Nicanor 1 

" Isn’t that enough to make the stalls lose then: wits ? 
Hapless success, mdeed 1 ' Success ’ here is used m the 

sense of events which succeed one another 2 We don't 
use the word hke that When he is not obscure, Corneille 
IS odd Sometimes he lacks taste When he arrives at 

^ Le malheureox succds du grand roi Nicanor 

• The English word " success,” hke the French " succte," was 
uifed in the same sense until the eighteenth century — J P 
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a dimas, lie often falls into triviality Do 3*011 remember 
Attila's bleedmg at the nose ^ ” 

“Do leave Attila's bleedmg at the nose alone! It's 
anything bnt tragic ” 

“ No, no I insist on m3* bleeding at the nose It is 
most significant. 

The blood vrhich sent the prmce to his tomb 
And each day is distilled afresh from his bram, 

Pnmshes his pamade and each day afresh 

Pays an astonishing tribute to that of the brother^ 

“ What do you say to the distillation fi'om his brain '' 
Now at the Theatre Francaisit vrould be swallowed like a 
pilL The spectator, cradled by the purring sound of the 
alevandrmes catches on an average one line in every 
three, when he is pa3*mg attention ‘ On his side the 
actor, who hardl}* imderstands a word of the language 
of Louis XHI’s day, juggles away one hne m every ten 
or disfigures passages at random I remember hearing 
an actress reate the hne. 

" From his palpitating body the dripping thorns 

She thought it was common, and by her own leave this 
charming and mgenious png substituted ‘ rose ' fo^ 
thorn *2 And she pronounced it ‘ reoses ' mto the bargain. 
Everyone round me was delighted. * Dnppmg reoses ’ 
^^Tiat boldness of expression > 'N’iTiat a gemus ComeiHe 
must have been, and so modem ' I was "ie solitary psr- 
son to notice the substitution Look here Suppose 3nu 

^ Le sang qn’ aprfe avoir ce prmce an tombsaa. 

On Ini voit chaque jour, distiller du cerveau, 

Panit son pamade, et ciCaque jour nent faire 
Un tribnt etonnant a celni de ce frere 


“ Fr A^*alt snbstitn& “ rose ” k " lonce 
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had confided an important secret to me — a secret that 
weighed me down until I no longer had the strength to 
keep it to myself Well, I might stick it mto a speech 
m a play for the Comedie fran9aise The actor or actress 
would bawl mj’' secret every mght to three thousand 
persons who would not catch a word of it and would yet 
make the house rock ^vlth applause So I should be 
reheved mthout havmg broken faith ” 

“ Forewarned is forearmed I shall keep my secrets 
to m5^elf One imbecile, one mattentive spectator would 
be enough to discover them Besides I have no secret, 

as you know well , whereas you ” 

“ What can you mean ? My whole life is yours ” 

He lasses her hand Then Madame, tranquillized 
” You have the ^secret of style Every man of letters 
admits it ” 


♦ ♦ ♦ * ♦ 

IN CLASS 

Three o’clock strikes 

" Enough of play,” says Madame " Come, to work ! ” 
She goes up to the second floor Anatole France, 
behmd her, mounts without enthusiasm He looks like 
a boy bemg taken by his nurse to school 
Between the hnen-cupboard and Madame s bedroom 
is a huge room, well-ht and with but httle furmture 
From the ceilmg is suspended a httle boat, the model 
of a yacht It recalls the votive offermgs that sailors 
hang after a storm from the vaulted roofs of chapels 
Two wmdows No paper on the walls, but papers every- 
where else On the mantelpiece he books and note-books 
and proofs, and proofs and note-books and books he 
pell-mell on the carpet It is June, but the fire is ht 
and the room is like a hothouse Madame seats herself 
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at a little school-desk between the fireplace and the wall, 

Tnt. of 

“ red mLlrcoto a^d goU beu! have 

Sves m a befrmged and betasseUed low Louis PhUippe 

'^rie Fran^ — 

of 0«one 

covered with a maze of heraldic device 

w^ch IS m the same rredley 

Faubourg St Antoine or the chapel of H ' , ^010- 

of oh,ec 5 Here is a reproduction by 

cess of the sUver goblet found at "^3 „atch- 

of dancing cupids and skeletons er ’ ^ere 

boxes, boxes of pens, and of throat lozeng ^ 

again, a Breton doll, a ghastly crystal 

of penwiper you might wm in a raffle a 

beads and flowers, and here a crystal p p leather 

crystal paper-weight, all complete, a sc °° balloon 

pi-box mth the Eifiel Tower and a c^tive 

painted on it, medals, and two or e P jnetal pen- 
and a huge pot of gum, and an hy a 

holder with the monogram A F children 

spng of ivy, ]ust like the presents people ^ve to 

bemg confirmed Behmd his head ^ ^ Littr^, 

shelves On one, withm reach of to 
Godefroy, Darmesteter and the of 

Above is a complete set of Renan e so 

foho volumes — Lacume de Samte-Palaye, breathing 

on Behmd the others, red m the ace ^ of 
hard, comes Monsieur His wntmg- a e 
Anatole France's, at the other end of the of 

other wmdow Between the wmdows is 
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shel\ es of pme wood, full of books The wnting-table 
IS of the Amencan vanety Monsieur sits down heavily 
on a cane-bottomed armchair with an mdiarubber cushion 
m iL 

Madame is eatmg a sn^eet She throws one to Anatole 
France, who catches it m the air Monsieur grumbles 
He doesn’t like being left out 
France " In this world one must know how to cry 
There is a Spanish proverb that says ' The babe that 
doesn't cry gets no milk ' You cned and Madame offers 
you the milk of her lovmgkmdness ” 

Monsieur " Much I care for your rubbishy Spanish 
proverbs ” He takes the telephone " The markets are 
appalhngly weak ” 

Madame (lisping: mth the sweet m her mouth) " How 
are Rio Tmtos ^ ” 

Monsieur " Doum Still falhng ” 

Madame "You bought, I suppose ? " 

Monsieur " Of course " 

France (echomg) " Of course ” 

♦ * * * ♦ 

I HA VE FORGOTTEN MY SKULL-CAP 

He looks preoccupied One by one he explores his 
pockets He turns out his keys, his spectacles, his purse 
France “ I have forgotten my skull-cap at the ViUa 
Said ” 

Monsieur " He has forgotten his skuH-cap ! ” 
Madame " Well, nng then ! We’ll send Francois for 
It” 

France " That oaf will never find ” 

Madame " You have at least a hundred skull-caps 
A perfect collection A bhnd man could bring you a 
dozen of them " 


D 
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France ” But there are caps and caps * I feel 
all feverish and shivery to-day I cannot work bare- 
headed ” 

Madame “ What a petty tradesman’s habit to be 
sure I You mhented that mama for wearmg a cap from 
your father who kept a bookshop Nothing could be 
ugher or more unhealthy , those skull-caps are absolute 
nests of colds m the head ” 

France ” Well, it’s too late to change me Without 
my cap, I am good for nothmg " 

He rises 

Madame " You're not gomg, I trust ? You haven't 
' written a single v^ord i Really one would thmk you were 
a boy of jhEteen and not an Immortal ” 

France “ Give me fifteen, and a^plague on your 
immortahty ” 

He seats himself again, takes a newspaper and folds 
it m the shape of a gendarme’s hat, which he sticks on 
his head like a prmter Next he erects a barricade of 
dictionaries between him and the enemy, that is to say, 
Madame The rampart once built with the help of 
volumes of Littr4 and the Grande Encyclcrpidie, he rests 
against the heraldic back of the Louis Phihppe throne, 
folds his hands over his stomach, opens his mouth, and 
sleeps You would thmk he had been positively thirst- 
mg for sleep The paper hat msensibly falls over his 
eyes A foho from the Trisor de la Basse Latimti serves 
him as a footstool 

Madame scribbles Monsieur makes calculations I 
read proofs before the fire The heat m the room is 
enough to make a lizard sleepy Suddenly Madame 
detects a nasal lamentation 
Madame ‘ Monsieur France I Monsieur France ! I 
can’t see you What’s that rampart m front of you? 
Have you turned hermit ? Are you dead ? ” 
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MonsiC’tr ** No, my dear He's asleep , he’s snor- 
ing It would really be a pity to wake him when he's so 
happy." 


* * ♦ * ♦ 

TIVO CONVERSATIONS 

One of the most impudent and persistent legends about 
Anatole France in old age was unquestionably that of 
M Bergerct in the character of a bnlhant censor, like 
Diderot or Rivarol According to persons who make a 
profession of hterary indiscretions the Master's conversa- 
tion ghttcred like fireworks Rockets of wit, cathenne- 
whaels of bnlhance, cascades of quotation You left him 
in a maze of admiration 

The fact is that the illustnous author had two lands 
of conversation, one for show purposes, the other for 
pnvate. Yhat may be called the " offiaal ” land could 
be classified like pieces of music How often have I not 
heard Madame, on Sundays, say to France " Tell us 
such and such a story ’’ He needed no pressmg, but 
obediently gave the performance asked for When he 
had finished Jfadarae appraised it like a master giving 
marks after a recitation m scliool “ Good Veiy good,” 
she w'ould say " Perfect * Excellent • You have sur- 
passed yourself ” Or, " You were not at your best 
The other day you gave us that ivith much more go 
To-day you cut it short You forgot such-and-such a 
detail ” 

Often, mdeed, Egena made him say it over agam, and 
noted the vanations 

In these show conversations the stones followed one 
another m an immutable sequence The pomts were 
brought out at fixed places Changes of tone were mtro- 
duced In appropnate passages the soft pedal was freely 
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used The end was intoned with sacerdotal emphasis 
Whatever might happen, whoever might enter while he 
was speakmg — ^were it Solomon or the Queen of Sheba, 
or did the Countess Z go off m a famt — the Ivlaster con- 
tmued with the msensibility of a phonograph 
Those who were frequent spectators could easily fore- 
tell from the first selection what was coming Some 
edifymg tale of hly-white purity from the Golden Legend 
would lead by antithesis to the blackguardly prowess of 
Casanova This celebrated libertme takes us to Italy, 
where we meet with Vasari and the great painters at the 
Grand Duke Cosimo’s There vnll be anecdotes about 
Benvenuto CeUini and Michelangelo, and the recitation 
of a sonnet by Barbier on the latter " 

Sad was thy visage, wasted thy forehead 

When France reaches the last Imes 

Slowly didst thou die, full of glory and of gnef — 

he seems deeply moved and blows his nose There is a 
short entr’acte for applause The spectators uncross 
their legs 

Another sonnet follows on Leonardo da Vmci, Raphael, 
or Correggio The Master is fond of these mterludes 
He fanaes himself m tragedy In fact, his stage voice 
sounds as if it came from the tomb 

Now we are m Rome m the era of Marcus Aurehus, 
then m that of Ren6 the diplomatist under Cardmal 
Fesch We 'are present with Chateaubriand at Madame 
de Beaumont’s deathbed 'Thence we dash back post- 
haste to Pans, m time to throw ourselves at the feet of 
Madame Recamier at the Abbaye-aux-Bois A certain 
physical imperfection in this divme creature bnngs the 
conversation back with a ]ump to the Maid of Orleans, 
who, it seems . . And this goes on as long as you like 


TWO CONVERSATIONS 


53 

or, rather, as long as Madame likes She plays upon 
Anatole France as upon a spmet It is enough to mur- 
mur certam names — Chateaubnand, Hugo, Corneille, 
Rodm — ^to set him gomg These show conversations are 
the dehght of paragraphists and journalists short of copy 
However the wmd blows, whatever the banner under 
which they are ranged, they always — smce the Master 
professes every opinion by turn and all with equal fire — 
find somethmg to keep the pot boihng 

But he who only knows this Bergeret, got up m his 
Sunday-go-to-meetmg clothes, knows very little of the 
real Anatole France 

There is besides qmte another land of conversation m 
•^ciyate It is laborious, uneasy, gratmg, breathless, dis- 
cordant, fun of contradictions and of what pamters call 
“ repentances,” "vath— ” Don’t you thmk so ?— All the 
same— It’s possible that— You must not thmk— After all, 
we mustn’t exaggerate— No doubt that is true, but so is 

the contrary ” This conversation, full of mtellectual 

confidences, is the exact opposite of the ” ofiScial fire- 
works If it lacks the majesty of the latter, at least it 
escapes its monotony You never know where he will 
go next no more does he But he does not 'care to 
mdulge m ting style with chance acquamtances One 
person is enough to make his audience, a part, moreover, 
which IS easy to play Almost all the time it is a soliloquy 
An3dhmg will do as a startmg-pomt some trivial 
remark on a visitor or a woman passmg by, some phrase 
culled from the papers or a book, the name of some pubhc 
man or woman of fashion, a cuno bought the day before 
or awaitmg purchase All these serve as texts— or pre- 
texts to open the tap The beginnmg is heavy and 
awkward Often you are astounded by the credence 
lent by the wittiest man of his tune to the silhest tales 
But they are m reahty Demosthenes stones to him Their 
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use IS to get through, the moments of spluttermg For 
the first gush of the most limpid of our ■writers, one might 
almost say, is clouded and muddy Little by httle the 
flow clears itself, and becomes a stream, •with bnlhant 
eddies, of golden spangles, quotations, reminiscences, 
epigrams, and analogies From a "tinj^ "twisted screw, 
made from the page of an almanack, France wfll brmg 
out all his hfe and all his hbrary — ^it is often the same 
thmg 

Once launched he is tireless — ^pitiless, rather — pitiless 
to his listener Frequently at the end of one of these 
conversations lastmg several hours at a stretch I have 
felt as worn out as if I had earned aU the fohos m the 
BtbhotMque Nationale m a pile on my head, 

t 

C 

A 4: 

THE FAIRY UMBRELLA 

Whatever the weather may be he cames an umbrella 
Long, long ago he had a stick. 

“ It was a piece of male cane Have you noticed that 
all canes are male, at least when you buy "them ^ The 
males, most nghtly, are more highly prized than the 
females, and much dearer That is laghly flattering to 
us men Wherever I went I used to put on my stick a 
ring "With the name of the place and "the date A gold 
or silver rmg, accordmg to 'die state of my finances In 
■the end my cane was like a bishop's crozier I was proud 
of it Heaven punished me it "was stolen That is 
why, mstead of a stick, I 'take my umbrella. How do 
you like my umbrella ? Good gracious, how lukewarm 
you are ! Why, I bought it m Rome under 'the shadow 
of Agnppa’s Pantheon You "will say "that it is worth 
no more on "that account It cost, I remember, i8 frs 
95c See how strong it is This metal frame has affronted 
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■without blenching the chill -wind of Mount Sorratus that 
used to give Horace colds and unbonneted all the hus- 
bands in the to'wn The stuff, you guess nghtly, is made 
of very mixed silk m -which there is a goodly portion of 
so-called ' Amencan sdk ’ Once it was black, but imder 
the ram it became plum-coloured It's not the more 
ugly for that To be qmte candid, my umbrella is Ger- 
man At Rome, except for the httle restaurants, all the 
shops are German — ^bookshops, chemists’ shops, and 
bazaars This German umbrella is a fairy That is not 
surpnsmg, for Germany is the land of fames If I did 
not fear to eiuage those fantastical damsels of destmy, 
I could tell you stones that would make you respect my 
''-umbrella. But you do not seem to me worthy of such 
confidences Know, nevertheless, that it cannot be lost 
I leave it daily at art dealers, or m bookshops, or looking 
at engravmgs My Roman umbrella is always brought 
back to me Now how does that come about ? Is it 
that art dealers are the honestest men ahve, when it is a 
question of umbrellas ^ Maybe Maybe also, by reason 
of its ughness If it were more elegant, it would tempt 
some one Smce I lose it three tunes a week and mvan- 
ably give two francs when it is brought back to me, how 
much is my fairy umbrella worth smce I bought it under 
the shade of the Pantheon six years ago ^ I have no 
head for mathematics — alas that it should be so ” 

* * * * * 

THE CREED 

“The very first article of the Ten Commandments 
makes me ]ib ' Thou shalt have none other Gods but me ' 
No ! All the gods, aU the temples, aU the goddesses ’’ 

“ Time keeps nothmg that you make -without his help ” 
“ Beware of phrases that are too spaaous and too 
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melodious At first they lull you gently, then they send 
you to sleep ” 

" The most beautiful subjects ^ The simplest and the 
least clad ” 

" When a thing has been said and weU said, have no 
scruple take it and copy it Give references ^ Why 
should you ? Either your readers know where you have 
taken the passage and the precaution is needless, or they 
do not know and you humihate them ” 

“ Caress your phrase tenderly , it will end by smihng 
at you ” 

!{: :< ij: •’ * 

SUNDAY PLEASURES ^ 

Sunday mommg is guest time at the Villa ‘Said , but 
only for mtimate friends and those mvited These sit- 
tmgs are less for show than those of Wednesday The 
first part of the reception takes place m the hbrary , the 
second, m the bedroom, where Anatole France goes back 
to dress He puts on for the occasion a frock-coat and a 
starched shirt with a stick-up collar Instead of his blue 
butterfly tie, spotted with white peas, he sports a breast- 
plate of brocaded silk, blue too, this Somewhere m the 
waves of the stifQy Imed silk he half drowns a pearl pm 
He dresses with complete cornposure m the presence of 
visitors Josep hin e hands him his shirt , it recalls the 
" petit lever ” of Versailles The conversation is not 
mtemipted Conversation ^ It is a senes of soliloquies 
The monologue has but one moment of respite M Ber- 
geret is brushmg his teeth 

The visitors once gone, we make for the Avenue Hoche 
As a rule the Master is out of humour The sight of the 
Sunday folk exasperates him “ How much better these 
people look m their workmg clothes,” he remarks 
” They look as if they had been hired out ready fitted 
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\\ ith their thirty-fi\ c-franc suits We should be the same 
if v,c wove a workman’s blouse all the week " He is 
loud in pity over the lot of the little chaps dressed up as 
sailors 

" Look at that family They are obviously small 
people m some Government office, or else dauymen 
They have tncked themselves out to go to dmner ivith a 
relation, or a fnend, or a colleague At all costs they 
feel they must eclipse their host Mother has put on 
her best silk dress and mantle Father has dressed him- 
self up as on that tcmblc day of his weddmg But their 
main ehort is directed to their darling Poor httle chap ! 
Look at him stretching his fingers in his new gloves 1 He 
*- 1 ar» gloves and patent leather shoes and a whistle on a 
cord, the symbp^of authonty Like most of the children 
in Pans he is anremic He is bandy-legged and lop- 
eared On his cap is msenbed Invinctbk or Bellcrophon 
Mother is as flowery as the month of May How proud 
Father is of her and of his son It is the Tnmty of 
resplendent middle-class contentment Well, and do you 
know how it will end ? In a quarrel and a smacking 
If only it was Mother to get the smacking ' Not a bit 
of it It's the wTctched Invt7ictble who wiU catch it on 
his innocent little behind It’s on his seat that all the 
failures of the day ivill be totted up Oh, there'll be no 
want of pretexts ' He will have m^ed his breeches, 
his new breeches ! If only it had been the old ones ! 
He will have lost one of his gloves ! He will have behaved 
badly at table He iviU have asked twice for thmgs he 
liked and refused those he didn't He will have made 
improper remarks That's to say he will have repeated 
what he has heard Father and Mother say There is 
nothing so fnghtful for a small boy m Pans as a Sunday 
outmg I know that ” 
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air of a tiny tot on New Year’s Day, he lisps the conse- 
crated Sundaj^ speech, that all the guests await 
‘‘Madame, as I iias passing close by, I could not 
refrain from coming to offer yon my homage and these 
flowers They iiiU express, better tlian I, my deep 
admiration ” 

Madame receives this incense vith the impassiveness 
of an idol 

"Charming," slie sa5s, "charming Now take your 
place m front of the fire. Talk so that everyone may 
hear ” 

In a flash, the l^Iaster ghdes, eel-hke, from group to 
group Under colour of shakmg outstretched hands he- 
'^reaches a vandow From wandow to window he gams 
the end of* the ^aller3% where he finds the Carmehte 
They are buned m wluspered confidences and fancy 
themselves forgotten by everyone, when suddenly the 
shnll voice of the lady of the house 

" Where is Monsieur France ? Monsieur Brousson, 
w'here is Monsieur France ^ " 

Finally she discovers him m his comer, m the act of 
pounng sometliing very special mto the Carmehte’s ear 
" liladame ! ” cnes the hostess " Why have 
you imprisoned Llonsieur France ? He looks so unhappy I 
Give him back his freedom Monsieur France, come, 
escape ■ Come here and teU us the story of Bomier ’’ 
Anatole France with an air of resignation returns to the 
fireplace, leans up agamst the marble mantelpiece, and 
rushes through the tale General applause 

" He is divme ! Exqmsite I Oh, there’s no one like 
him I Did you follow ^ ’’ 

iMadame curls a disdainful hp 
" You told it much better the other day ’’ 
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ABSTRACTED AXD DISTRACTED 

TMs momm? he is full of vouthful enthusiasm He 
dashes through his toilet, abbreviates his ablutions, 
buttons his boots himself. 

" Above all don’t nng for Josephine. She is so parti- 
cular and so talkative. She never gets through The 
weather is enchanting Away with Joan of Arc for to- 
day ' It will be dehghtful for a walk. Walking is a 
pleasure, ‘ chief among insipid pleasures,’ says Voltaire 
We will profit by this golden morning to go afoot as far 
as the Institute. We will stroll along the Rue Mazarme 
and the Rue de Seme, and look at the httle shops and 
the second-hand dealers What an attractive district*' 
it is, with its booksellers and prmt shops,*.and did furniture 
and works of art I It is a veritable museum out-of- 
doors All along the Embankment on one side you have 
a display of cunos in the windows On the other agamst 
the parapet is a hbrary some kilometres long, a library of 
a fantastic and unexnected kmd of whose richness its 
curators are unaware.” 

He is ready. We descend the staucase on tip-toe. 
He opens the door with the precaution of a lover or a 
burglar- 

“ Don’t wake the harpy, squattmg in her basement.” 

He strides m haste down the steps of the porch, drag- 
ging me as 1 hang on his arm, and rushK towards the 
avenue. We are alreadv half way down the drive. 
Suddenly a door opens behmd us and a voice barks ; 

“ Sir ' Where are you going, sir ? ” 

He redoubles his pace. 

" Pay no attention to the hootmg of that owl who 
knows not Mmerva. Let us try to escape fimm the 
ancient tyrant. What does she want with me now ? ” 

The clamour redoubles 
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" Sir I Sir 1 Don’t you hear ? He is going to 
Madame’s in his nightshirt ! ” 

” Let us fly ! Under colour of taking care of me, that 
wench makes me a laughing-stock You would think 
from listening to her that I w'as her \vard or fit to send to 
Saintc-Pemnc Yesterday, in the presence of ten per- 
sons, she w anted me to change my pants I Vanity — 
all her zeal is vanity She brandishes my shirt or my 
vest, as it were a flag m a demonstration She wants to 
show every one that she is as vigilant as I am ingenious 
A great danger threatens me I often long to throttle 
her Ah, if w'e could only find a cab i ” 

Despite her age, Josephine has legs hke a stag Ana- 
Yole France has stopped, out of breath We were already 
at the gate *araid* a crow'd of idlers when the impenous 
maid-servant seized the Immortal by the tails of his 
coat She drags him back like a goat to the Villa Said, 
calhng the passers-by to wtness 

" Wanted to shp off, did he, without changmg his shirt ? 
And it's I who get the blame from Madame ' Josephme,' 
says she, ' I count on you to look after Monsieur France 
You know he is a child ' She sent her valet this mommg 
They’ve got a great luncheon party with ministers and 
actresses and countesses You must put on your mom- 
mg coat The idea of it, to be off like that to lunch 
■with swells in a flannel shirt ! ” 

Anatole France says nothmg, but lifts his eyes to 
heaven He makes a gesture of some fakir refusmg to 
fight against destmy 

We are back agam m the bedroom, and start the toilet 
afresh Each article of dothmg serves as the pretext 
for fresh reproaches 

" Why have you got on these boots ? You should wear 
your patent leather ones to-day And these s'tnpe.d 
trousers ^ That waistcoat won’t do at all ” 
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The great man yields on. ever}?' pomt, save only the 
mght-shirt To have done with it, Josephme passes the 
ceremomal article, all starched and stiE, over the noc- 
turnal garment He sighs 

' " Ah, vhat a heart of triple brass the brute had 
who mvented these tm breastplates It is a sarcophagus 
in which a man is buried ahve hke some miserable 
mummy ' ” 

At last he is dressed His tie is neatly tied Jose- 
phme feels his pockets big and small, one by one 
" Have you got monej^ ? Your pocket-book ^ Your 
vatch ^ Your kej's ^ Your handkerchief? Ah, and 
\ our spectacles ? Ydiere are your spectacles ? You 
know that without your spectacles you are hke aasoul" 
in torment ' ” ^ a ‘‘ 

YTiat she actually sa5"s is “A donkey m torment ” * 
The reiuew over, she wmds up • 

" Monsieur France is the quamtest man m all 
Pans The ver}' oddest There’s not another man so 
distracted ” 

Transformation scene ' Benign ?>Ionsieur Bergeret, 
who has sufiered all these assaults and rebukes from his 
chambermaid, and let himself be turned about like a 
teetotum for a quarter of an hour, leaps m the air at tlie 
epithet 

“ You hear, Brousson, she called me ' distracted.’ 
Di'^tractcd ' This bramless vench treats the French 
language as she treats her Master ' iMonstrous ' ” 

He lifts his hands to hca\cn 

''Distracted' Distracted' O e\'il-tongued voman! 
Ha\e \ou any idea of vhat distraction is ^ Distraction, 
Josephine conics from rapiditj and lightness of vats 
\h"', rii\ wits arc not light I am not distracted, but 

* I r Unc amc cn peme 
’ I'r 1. n Ane cn peme 
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i’'i‘nrtrd AV''=;*ractcd ' " he repeats at c\cr5* step as 
V.C go do'ni'tairs 

I am treated all the length of the Avenue du Bois to a 
mir :tc ph’Io’cgical disquisition on abstracted and dis- 
trrftcd 

' I^\ try man vho is abstracted is distracted, but by no 
means nl] distracted men arc abstracted The abstracted 
m'-n pursues one idea — his idea' the distracted man 
pursues a thotisand — that is to saj , none The abstracted 
mar absorbed b\ Ins internal life and sees nothing of 
the external world the garc of the distracted man flits 
o.cr ca era thing and distinguishes nothing — he is m a 
marc Tlic distracted man is snthout common sense 
' The, abolractcd man maa Inae gemus ” 

* 

• • * t # 

DrsH" aiA\T'ifn\'T 

He sighs 

" In all the world the unhappicst creature is man 
It is said ' Man is the lord of creation ’ JIan is the 
lord of sufienng, mj fnend There is no clearer proof 
of the non-CMSlcncc of God than life” 

” But > ou are among the cnaaed of this world Every 
one enaacs j'our genius, jour health, >oiir youth ” 

” Enough, enough ’ Ah, if >ou could read m my soul, 
you would be terrified ” 

He taJ'es my hands in his, and his are trembling and 
fca ensh He looks me m the eyes His are full of tears 
His face is haggard He sighs " There is not m all the 
universe a creature more unhappy than I People think 
me happy I haa'e never been happy for one day, not 
for a single hour ” 


* 


* ♦ * ♦ 


E 
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LESS FACTS 

“ Madame S has been here You don’t know who 

Madame S is ^ Oh, you should know her She is an 

admirable friend, a person of excellent judgment and most 
agreeable She is kmd enough to call at the Villa Said 
once a month Her speciahty is deahng m adventures of 

the heart Madame S m short is a female Pandarus 

Ah, no profession is without merit — and so many men 
are ! She is a jolly, plump, ugly httle body who looks 
like a school-teacher, or rather as if she kept a boardmg 
establishment for young ladies And m fact she does 
keep an establishment, not a primary school, but one for 
pupils m their second childhood I have imagmed scane- 
times that I saw a httle bit of violet r\bboncon the left 
side of her ample bust Really now, why should she 
not have the palmes acadim-iques ^ At all events she 
teUs me that she provides for the entertainment of 
several of my colleagues m Immortahty, and even two 
or three former mmisters of Education and Pubhc Wor- 
ship So you see the service she renders to hterature and 
pohtics You seem to me rather cool about Madame 

S You are wrong she is a thorough woman of 

busmess She comes ‘ Good mormng, Madame S ’ 

‘ Good mormng, my dear Master ’ 

“ ’ How go your httle affairs of the heart ? ’ 

So, so And your hterature ? ' 

“ ‘ Pooh What novelties have you. Madam S ? ’ 

Look for yourself ’ 

“ Then she hands me a sort of album, bound m morocco, 
that never leaves her Between ourselves, this fat, 
solemn-lookmg, black book, very much like a missal, 
gives her the air of a person of great piety We turn 
the leaves together 

What do you say to No. 2 ? She is a blonde Most 
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sweet-tempered Her husband is a Cabmet minister 
And No 3 ? A lovely brunette The real Spanish 
temperament She was -for a long time the mistress of 
an ambassador No 5 Ah 1 That’s a real pearl 
She has Yeaetian red hair A charmmg actress too A 
nch manufacturer is backmg her She’s sure to come 
out soon at the Th^ 9 .tre Fran9ais and then Bartet and 
Segond- Weber must look to their laurels She’s such a 
darlmg, and so well educated She’ld smt you down to 
the ground She knows Latm, Greek, and Italian , she 

has a umversity degree ’ 

'* ' Madame S 1 Madame S I ’ I answered 

‘ Less facts 1 Less facts, if you please, and more 
* figure ’ ” 

* ♦ • ♦ * ♦ * 

THE CEREMONIES 

As a master of the ceremomes — his own — he distmctly 
follows middle-class tradition He is very careful not to 
call every woman “ Madame ’’ The lady of the second- 
hand shop near Samt Germam-des-Pr^ where he rum- 
mages every Saturday, he dubs bluntly " Mother S ” 
“ Little Madame T ,” he keeps for the antique dealer 
whose shop is a few steps off on the Quai Voltaire The 
Quai Voltaire, you see, is a noteworthy place he was 
bom there Besides, httle Madame T 's pnces, her 
place, her own get-up and appearance entitle her to more 
respect than the second-hand shopkeeper 
When it comes to the wife of the opulent owner of the 
bookshop on the right bank, where nothmg but fine 
editions m red morocco with heraldic tooling are to be 
found, there is no hesitation she has the right to 
“ Madame ” 

He IS careful to give people their nght titles He 
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“ Monsignor's ” the bishops Ministers he salutes with 
" Excellencr.” Does the buttonhole sport a little red 
ribbon, its owner becomes " My dear Chevalier ” or 
" My dear Commander ” He recites titles of nobdity 
with the gusto of one of Georges Ohnet's characters 
He emh ehigh es them with epithets Speaking of Madame 
de XoaiUes he always says “ The diinne and timeful 
Countess ” But he adds “ She is a repubhcan ” 
Ladies of light virtue are not, in his mouth, ladies 
they are “ creatures,” “ God's creatures,” “ darlmgs,” 
" little sweethearts,” and other fantastic appellations 
He is prodigal of “ celebrated ” and " glonous ' 

" How IS your celebrated father ? ” he asks importantly 
of the daughter of S , the artist, who is seven years- old 
and is sucking her thumb c * 

For people about whom he knows nothing, he faUs back 
on analogy without rhjTne or reason Every lawi'er is 
Cicero, or at least Berxyer. Doctors are Hippocrates or 
Galen. His own — ^he is frequently changed — ^is always 
“ My saviour,” or " the man who has dragged me back 
from the gates of the grave.” 

Any puny, stammering lecturer is compared to Mira- 
beau. The worst dauber is hailed as the ri-ral of Apelles . 
“ Good morning, my dear Rubens — Brousson, let me 
introduce you to the Ingres of our time, the incarnate 
art of the brush.” 

Rhymesters, accordmg to the moment or his fancy, are 
^urgils and Hugos The quamt thing is that they all 
acc^t these massive compliments without flmchmg. 

Anatole France is prone to the embrace Some one 
rings at the door “ Don't let him ml” he shrieks to 
Josephme from the lan ding “ The man's a deadly 
bore • ” But should the mtruder succeed m forcmg 
an entrance, he throws himself on his neck . 

“ Ah, how happy I am to see von ! I was longmg for a 
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sight of you Indeed this is a happy day for me • It 
makes me young agam to see you ” 

And he embraces him m the antique fashion, majestic- 
ally, as people do m tragedies His embrace is m the 
grand style ‘ Only m Mohfere do you find such greetmgs 
First he clasps the astonished visitor m great frenzied 
arms Then, overflowmg with emotion, he presses him 
to his heart Right and left, his silvered beard brushes the 
cheeks He closes his eyes as if to restram his tears from 
gushmg forth He makes sweet tender sounds, trembhng, 
so that you almost expect bim to famt away He renews 
the embrace, scarce able to emerge from so passionate a 
grasp FmaUy he abandons the mtruder to greet the 
next comer 

Encouraged tjy such warmth, the bore thmks the mo- 
ment come to ask the favour he has come for He takes 
a preaous Thats from the pocket of his overcoat, a first 
edition m large format After so much embracmg he 
begs for the added grace of an mscnption from the 
Master on the fiy-leai Anatole France’s face is sud- 
denly downcast He looks at me with anguish so much 
cis to say " What is the idiot’s name ? " He excuses 
hunself " There's no pen or mk It's Josephme's fault < ” 
But the much embraced gentleman sticks to it " Oh, 
please ! Here is my stylograph ” 

Then France " My dear fnend, be so charmmg as 
to dictate to me the exact way you spell your name ” 

* ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

WHITE SALES 

When the author of Thats wants to deal a mortal 
wound, it IS not m the face that he strikes, nor at the 
heart he caps his opponent with the supreme msult 
" impotent ” 
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Tlie novelist B for instance, is Ms pet aversion, 

and iie abounds vith nas^ remarks about him 

“ He is always speaking of women "Why, be doesn’t 
know wbat they are ^ His famons psychology is that of a 
etinncb fingering tinderlmen in a shop daring a wMte sale 
His adulteries invariably remind me of the models and 
catalogues at tbe Louvre ^ There is everything there : 
embroidered sheets like altar cloths, and lace, and bows 
— everything — except the passion, the warmth, the 
spasm.” 

^ * J>- 5!: 


THE PERIOD 

C 

Scene at an antique dealer's A wor^ of art is oEered 
to him He sniffs it over, then hands it back with dis- 
gusL 

“ It is not of the good period,” he declares. 

I ask : “ What is the good period ^ ” 

He reSects a httle, then answers: 

“ The good period, my young friend, is every period, 
except our own. In hterature the good period ends 
with Xodier. In ■painting with Ingres As to furni- 
ture, nothmg decent has been made since the Con- 
sulate.” 

“ Then you condemn our epoch at one fell swoop ? ” 

“ At one swoop yes. The Repubhc is the reign of 
ugliness Look at its schools, its barracks, its prefectures, 
its statues In uglmess, Marianne - is infallible ” 

« « ± If- A 


^ The Grands Magazins d.i Loztvre . ■tie shop, not ■tie rcuseam. 
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THE LOVER OF RELICS 

I find ium perched on a step-ladder m the hall 

" You look struck aU of a heap to see me hammer m 
hand Yes I'm dnvmg m nails Oh, I'm not good at 
it I give my fingers homd knocks But it is the manual 
labour that St Benedict alternates with the spiritual m 
the rules for his monks The alternation is excellent 
after a httle spree It doesn't often happen to me But 
yesterday it did Oh, my sprees would be virtue itself 
to many a man i After a httle escapade no thin g is so 
refreshmg as some material occupation changmg the 
pictures for instance from left to nght. That's what I'm 
doipg this mommg Will you help me ? What an up- 
side down* arrangement to be sure ! I don't take you 
out on my sprees, but I do make you jom m my penance 
Give me an idea Where we can put this reliquary ? ” 

He pomts to a frame from a convent parlour lymg on 
the ground. Round an artlessly illuminated devotional 
picture are arranged bones of samts on cotton-wool, 
festooned with paper like fnlls on cutlets d la Souhise 

” How do you like my rehcs ? You know there’s every 
sort of thmg here, but the very best only Read the 
inscriptions St Francois de Sales, St Vmcent de Paul, 
St Chantal AU French samts, too ' Between ourselves 
they are the best Really, with aU these bones, I ought 
to wm salvation I For, you know, the remains of the 
blessed, down to the least stump or splmter, are impreg- 
nated with saintlmess until the Resurrection You have 
no faith m my rehcs ^ Wretched youth I Ah, I see that 
the spirit of the age has seduced you from the noblp 
promise of your pious childhood Hand me the picturcr 
with respect It works just the same, you know, on 
unbehevers, by exosmosis or endosmosis That mdeed 
IS what I count upon I got this splendid rehquary at 



AXATOLE FRANCE HDISELF 


72 

a very reasonable price from a sordid Jewess on the left 
bank. How she stinks, that female descendant of 
Solomon • Her breath is pure htharge And doesn’t 
she dnnk i In the morning it’s to keep the damp out 
It must be a stubborn variety of damp, for she keeps it 
out all day long But back it comes again WTien it’s 
hot, she must refresh "V^Tien it’s freezmg, she must warm 
up I like such an unchangeable disposition. Yet the 
fumes of wme never make her lose that sense of busmess 
which IS the birthright of the children of IsraeL Some- 
times I have thought, thanks to Bacchus, to drive a good 
bargam. Yesterday I found her in her back shop m 
an ecstatic condition stuck m a slop-pail as tight as a 
egg m its cup I helped her out of her fix Hardl}^ 
was she on her feet but she butted into Jhis picture with 
the rehcs My head swam I have never lost a keen 
Cathohc sensibility I dishke seemg angels and saints 
and bones of martyrs and virgms m the hands of the 
merchants of the Temple That’s why I am so keen to 
collect devotional objects that have sunk to the level of 
bnc-h-brac My house will soon be a sac^st3^ I said 
to the old witdi: 

“ ' How much for this picture ^ ’ 

“ That woman is mcredible The drunker she is, the 
more cuniung she gets She can’t refuse to seU, for 
that would be a confession of her state But she realizes 
that she is fightmg agamst odds Her busmess weapons 
are drowned m wme So she devotes aU her energy to 
making umnteUigible, but by no means unmteUigent, 
answers 

How much for the rehquary ^ ’ 

^ty francs ’ 

Forty francs ^ ’ 

No, no I ty francs ' 

" ' A hundred and forty francs ^ ^ 
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No, I tcU you ! ty francs ' 

'* Tliere was nothmg to be got out of her but that 

enigmatic ' ty francs ' Only the return of her reason 

could make the figure clear Thus piously, though no 
dupe, I earned off the samts' precious bones, for fear 
lest the good lady should profane them with her hiccups 
Here is her address Now, my dear fellow, do be so good 
as to go there some time to-day Say to her with your 
most ingenuous air ‘ I have come about the rehquary 
that Monsieur France bought from you Forty francs, 
isn’t it ? ' 

" She will protest She \vill say that I want to rum 
her , that it cost her twenty times as much , that it was 
not the pnee ive agreed on She will want to prove it to 
you by hci* boc^ She \vill try to make you read her 
scrawls yourself Don't discuss ^vlth the harpy, or you're 
lost Stick to forty francs Saints' bones are gomg for 
nothing this year Not a copper more I If she won’t 
agree to the pnee — a very fair one, too — ^then she must 
take the picture back But she won’t there’s no one 
now but me to buy relics and perfume his house with 
them ” 


♦ ill * * * 


FmST LOVE 

“ My first love ? Ah ! I must go back to the Flood, 
then 

" I was eight or mne years old In our house on the 
Quai Voltaire, one story above our httle entresol, hved a 
lady who was ‘ kept ’ What meanmg people used to 
put mto that word ! 

" In those days of innocence, I did not know properly 
what it meant StiU, I felt that this lady of the ' half- 
world ’ far surpassed our world m wealth and elegance 
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There was a good deal of envy and admiration m the 
contempt shown for her How elegant she was i She 
changed her dress every day, and several times a day 
It was like a rambow She would go out m pmk, and 
come back m blue She never went out except m a 
carnage ! On her ambassador’s day — the Austnan am- 
bassador, it was, people whispered — a brougham with an 
impeccable coachman used to wait at the door. Swarms of 
page-boys might be met on the stairs, with appetizmg and 
perfumed ofiermgs for her , ' buttons ' buned m flowers , 
errand boys benbboned with damties , dressmakers’ girls 
blockmg the way with their huge band-boxes All this of 
course, could not pass without comment, and from the 
ground-floor to the garret this charming person had ‘ a 
good press ’ She was pleasant and open-banded, and 
‘ She’s a good soul,’ people said, and ' She’s so fond of her 
mother’ Many tales were told to illustrate her fihal 
affection When she met me on the landmg, the lady 
used to stroke my cheek with her scented hand She 
thought me sweet — at least, she said so She was fond 
of children Like so many of God’s creatures she would 
no doubt have made an excellent mother of a family 
But Grace was lackmg to her i Grace and fortune are 
one and the same thmg, for God loves the rich 

“ One day, as I was shdmg down the bannisters, the 
charmer gave me some marrons glacis Another time, 
chocolates — and the ice was broken I thought her 
marvellously beautiful and used to keep a look-out on 
the staircase and mvent dodges to meet her One mom- 
mg, m spite of my mother’s havmg forbidden me, I 
shpped mto her flat She was m her peignoir, and took 
me to her heart and her wardrobe She showed me 
through her rooms What a contrast their hghtness and 
gaiety made with our poor, dark entresol stacked with 
gloomy books ! The air here seemed enchanted She 
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showed me her jewels, took me on her knee, made 
my mouth aU messy wth jam and wiped it mth her 
kisses Children’s eyes are like magmfjrag glasses, and 
mme devoured this regal beauty Her skm, made up 
and powdered, was pure fascmation, and m the scarlet 
of her gums, stimulated by tooth wash, her teeth gleamed 
hke pearls Her fine sky-blue eyes shone from a nng of 
Onental black Her hair seemed to throw a fnnge of 
hvmg gold on her snow-like forehead But it was most 
of all &e rise and fall of her breast that put me mto a 
torment of dehght It was the first woman's breast that 
these eyes, jvhich have seen so many smce, gazed upon 
The fashion of the day was highly ddcolletde and she was 
m the fashion Suddenly she must have noticed my 
excitabihtyf for ^thout more ado she flung me back and 
dumped me down on the floor like a duty httle anim al 
With a harsh gesture of disgust she pushed me towards 
the door and mto the dark of the staircase 
“ ‘ Go home to your mother,’ she called over the bannis- 
ters ‘ Well-brought-up children ought not to come 
hangmg about then neighbours like that ’ 

“ I was mortified beyond description Gone were the 
caresses, gone the kisses, gone the sweets I When I 
greeted her, she no longer responded But her seventy 
only mcreased my love I felt I could not put up with 
it One mght, when I was m bed, the idea came to me 
to wnte a letter stickmg up for mj^elf to the fair neigh- 
bour Next day I tore a page out of my copy-book 
but, bite my pen as I would, I didn't know how to begm 
I had so much to say ! After dreaming and dreammg, I 
fixed upon this exordium ' Madame Emestme ! Madame 
Emestme i Madame Emestme ! Take pity on httle 
Anatole, your neighbour below ’ That was the beginnmg 
I stuck to Oh, you laugh at the poor cherub, with his 
mouth half jam and half ink I confess my first love- 
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letter was not remarkabl}’’ onginal, but it was a love- 
letter all the same It overflowed ^vlth exclamation 
marks and supphcations > Well, what better have men 
found m the five thousand years that they vTite to 
women, always to ask them the same thmg ? Suppress 
the exclamation marks and what remains, pray, of the 
most exquisite love-letters ? 

" My adventure is not so smgular as it seems to you 
Many men have confided similar expenences to me 
Sexual precocity is qmte the thmg among men of letters 
Think of Stendhal m love with his mother and jealous 
of his father And remember Charles Nodier’s first 
idyll he was ten — had the best of him there — ^when 
he took his father’s finest pen and paper and wrqte a 
letter of burmng passion to a beautiful young woman, a 
fnend of his parents, whom he idolized m secret He 
told her of the ravages she had made in his heart Like 
all shy souls he went straight to the pomt and quite 
simply asked for a rendezvous The reply came at once 
— ^bnef, cold, but defimte The rendezvous was accorded. 
Wonder i She would be, the very same evemng, at the 
time stated, m one of the darkest avenues m the park 
After a feverish day passed under an avalanche of poenas, 
the httle fellow makes for his garden of Eden In the 
shadows he dimly descries an ethereal form He had read 
m novels that in such a case the nght thmg to do was to 
fall on his knees Behold him then at the feet of that 
form, and enveloped m cloudy lace Two charm mg but 
powerful hands lift him quickly, seize him, truss him 
up and, m the passionate mght, inflict on him a most 
mortifying maternal correction ' From that evemng,' 
confessed Charles Nodier, ' I have lost my nerve. I 
am sixty now , yet I never approach a woman without 
fear of bemg smacked ’ 

“ Our fair neighbour disdamed my supphcations She 
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gave me no rendezvous She inflicted no correction on 
me WTien I read tlie Confessions of Jean- Jacques, I 
was conscious of humiliation I envied the fate of that 
fetched stick of a Genevese who was whacked by the 
charming Lambercier” 

♦ ♦ * ♦ ♦ 

SPELLING MISTAKES 

Of all bodily defects, the most unpardonable m his 
eyes is physical impotence Towards sexual aberrations 
he has indulgence enough and calls them pleasantly 
” spelling mistakes ” 

'* There are men who wnte m the mascuhne what 
should be hi th* femuune There are women who wnte 
m the femimne what properly should be mascuhne In 
this sad world every one pursues his salvation as best he 
can ! For myself, I say like Athahe to that impertment 
Joash 

‘ I have my God whom I serve , you shall serve yours 
They are two powerful gods ’ ” 

. For Anatole France, these heresies, m short, confirm 
the true faith Oporiet hereses esse The chaste alone 
find no mercy m him 

" There are no chaste people There are h5q)ocntes 
There are sick folk There are eccentnes There are 
madmen Say nowadays that a woman is chaste and 
every one will laugh at you you simply make her 
ndiculous The chaste Lucretia ! The chaste Suzanne ! 
Diana the chaste ! One of the fathers of the church 
speaks somewhere of the ‘ labonous ' chastity of widows 
They have, you see, to struggle against the memory of 
pleasures they have tasted But who prevents the widow 
from returmng to them ^ Because her husband is dead, 

IS her heart dead too ^ He doesn’t eat any more, so she , 
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mustn’t eat either ! It’s like the widows of Malabar I 
The fact is that without sensuahty there is no sensibihty 
no soul The more passionate we are, the more mteUigent 
we become The heyday of a man’s life is the time of 
desire and of pleasure, and the wise man does all he can 
to prolong it People laugh at an old man m love t 
Could anything be crueller or more stupid ^ For myself, 
I parody the formula of Descartes, and say ‘ I love, 
therefore I am I love no more, therefore I no longer 
exist ’ ” 

K= * t f * 

LABORIOUS FELICITY 

” I am like Renan,” he explams to me " The author 
of the V%e de Jesus scribbled whateverc’.t itfight be and 
sent it to the prmter’s The proofs came back He 
corrected them — once, twice, thnce At the fifth tune, 
it began to be like Renan In my case it is the sixth and 
often the seventh time I msist on as many as eight 
proofs What can I do ^ I have no imagmation, but 
I am not without patience My most valuable workmg 
tools are the pastepot and the scissors 

“ You look surprised, my young fnend Yes, I am 
stnppmg myself bare before you No doubt you imagmed 
that an angel whispered whole pages and chapters to 
me at a smgle breath I have rarely felt the gust of 
inspiration My pen has no lync powers It does not 
leap, but goes ploddmg along its way Nor have I ever 
felt the mtoxication of work I write with difl&culty 
When some one says to me, ‘ Give us a hundred or a hun- 
dred and fifty hues,’ I mquire defimtely, ' Do you want a 
himdred, or do you want a hundred and fifty ? It is not 
at aU the same thmg ’ I am like a child given a poena 
to do ” 
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THE SIX PROOFS 

First of all he writes no matter what, on no matter 
what odds and ends of paper, m his tall, aggressive, 
puckered-up hand The scrap and the scrawl go straight 
off to the printer 

The shp comes back from the press Have you ever 
W'atched dra\vings m a studio being corrected ? With 
a touch here and a touch there the Master gives form to 
the student's sketch untd, suddenly, the poor botch 
spnngs mto blazing life So it is with Anatole France 
On the first proof, he accentuates 
Example of accentuation He has copied this phrase 
direcl* without changing a word, from a biographical 
dictionary *" lady Th^roulde was nch and of good 
fame ” 

He reads over the phrase that he has borrowed from 
some commonplace histonan and turns it mto ridicule 
" It’s as flat and msipid as a pancake ” 

But you will see we shall trim the good lady to the 
taste of the day And he writes 

" Smce the lady Th^roulde was nch, men said she 
was of good fame ” 

He IS dehghted with the arabesque he has made I 
pomt out to bim that he is defammg the poor woman 
" Good fame is worth more than cloth of gold Can we 
be sure that it was only for her money that men spoke 
well of Th&oulde ? ” He shrugs his shoulders 
" I would take my oath on it Money has great 
virtue, my fnend In all ages, the Middle Ages as well 
as our age, it is the supreme virtue Besides which, you 
are needlessly energetic m Madam Thdroulde’s defence 
To-dav she is but dust, while my words are throbbmg 
with life ” 

♦ * * * * 
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THE BASTARD STOP 

Fresh proofs, fresh corrections This time is the 
turn for " weeding," to use his picturesque expression 
The dog-grass that has sprung up must be tom 
out . the “ which’s/’ " who’s,” " and whose’s,” and 
" whereof s ” 

“ They give the best style a cnck in the neck,” he saj^s 
"Banish too the semicolon, that bastard stop that is 
neither full stop nor comma. It was perfect for the daj-s 
of complimentary speeches, long discourses, and funeral 
orations It gave repose to the flowmg period. But 
we hve in the day of the pneumatic and the telephone 
"Whenever you can shorten a sentence, do. And one 
always can. The best sentence? The-’ahortest. 

" Beware of findy spaaous and melodious phrases 
First they gently rock you, then send you to sleep As 
for transitions, don't give a fig for them The best way 
of concealing from the reader your passage from one 
thing to another is to take it m a quick jump, without 
bogglmg ” 


♦ # ♦ * ♦ 

THE SCISSORS 

Fourth journey to the pnnter’s The shps are sent 
back. 

“ Verbal repetitions ^ In a writer worthy of the 
name — remember thic; — ^there are no such things Doubt- 
less, after the first rush, you will find m my paragraphs 
a word that comes over and over again That is the 
leit-motiv of the sjunphony Be careful not to delete 
and replace it by a sjmonym Real synonyms do not 
exist. Vhy should I stultify mjTself ^ Vhen I used 
the word that you shy at, I had imperative reasons for it 
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If it seems tedious when it turns up agam, that is only 
because it is badly placed Respect the word Cut up 
the sentence Bring the scissors into play The scissors 1 
Ah, who could nghtly celebrate their usefulness to litera- 
ture ? The perfect wnter is always represented \vith a 
goose-quiU betiveen his fingers That is his weapon, his 
heraldic arms Now I should like to be painted wieldmg 
my scissors, like a dressmaker” 

So saymg, Anatole France takes a bundle of proofs, 
the first chapter of his Joan of Arc With the aid of huge, 
archaic scissors he cuts up each sentence The scissors 
chp round smgle words He looks hke a needlewoman 
cuttmg out an embroidered festoon 

'' Qh, Master 1 You are turning the Maid mto a 
maze!” • 

" Patience I She will come to hfe agam This exer- 
cise IS salutary, even for the soul It is a great lesson 
of humihty In the fire of composition — though my fire 
bums so low it will hardly keep the pot boihng — the 
fire of composition, I say, you give way to Pmdanc 
spasms Your tongue hngers over your paragraph 
hke a sweet You gargle with your sentences You 
end by bewitchmg yourself Your enthusiasm for your 
own copy dazzles you You cease to distmguish the 
true from the false and simphaty from bombast But 
the scissors work m the cold hght of the dissectmg-room 
They cut out all that is adventitious and preserve only 
the healthy flesh The operation is cruel, but mdispens- 
able 

” Another defect Each man writes accordmg to his 
own rh 3 dhm, and also accordmg to the usual format of 
his paper By a glance or mere sniff at any author you 
put before me I will tell you, from simply lookmg at the 
black and white, whether he has good lungs or is asth- 
matic, whether he is crabbed or kmd, and whether he 

F 
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uses foolscap, demy, or small post paper. Whatever we 
do, physique plays tncks with the mmd. We are slaves 
to our format From school onwards we have acquired 
the habit of filling our page The result is a senes of 
stanzas — an essay m bravura. The scissors 1 The scis- 
sors, I say * Let us have done with this arbitrary and 
mechanical order of things.” 

The father of TLats takes each sentence, one by one, 
as if he were pla3nng a game of patience, mates it with 
another taken at random, divorces it agam, and looks 
for a difierent union Thirty times he rebuilds his para- 
graph, At last he cnes : “ Victory ' The last sentences 
are now the first ” 


EPITHETS ALL CONTILiRY 

Fifth proot Verification of epithets 
" There are some who make the verb the mainspring of 
then sentence For myself, I take the simplest and most 
childish verb, so long as it best renders the movement 
But I nurse my adjectives I share the opinion of 
Voltaire Remember that wise, humorous saying of 
his ■ ‘ Although the adjective agrees with the subtantive 
in gender, number and case, none the less the adjective 
and the substantive do not always agree ’ Why mul- 
tiply them to say the same thin gs ? If you must scatter 
them about, make them contrary That is how you wiQ 
catch the reader Don't write ' Magnificent and pious 
prelates went m procession to see the Holy Phial,’ but . 
' Obese and pious prelates went m procession ’ 

" Neither should you despise the negative epithet. 
Its effect IS unexpected, and therefore irresistible You 
want to describe the dismal sohtude of a pubhc gar- 
den on a winter evenmg You say ' Gontran passed 
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througli paths bare of flowers in the Observatory gar- 
dens ' Ihat's not bad But ' flowerless paths ' is better, 
far better.” 


♦ ♦ * * » 

AIJ,iOND ICING 

Beginning \nth the sixth proof the Master adds no 
more. He throws cargo overboard 
" My son, beware of almond icmg Almond icmg is 
the facfatious, the adventitious It is the menngue 
cream that badly dissimulates the poverty of the cake 
It is the hideous plaster garland that tnes to transform 
a garret into a palace Down with almond icing ! It 
makes the pages totter It is on the shaky almond 
icing sides that the first cracks show 
" In my early versions of Joan of Arc, that I wrote for 
the sancfamomous, I shovelled in the almond icmg I 
wanted to be picturesque Have no pity on such foolery 1 
To*day it makes me sick For mstance, I descnbed the 
house where the Maid was bom — or at least, is said to 
have been bom — ^m an affectmg pilgrim style I have 
severely blue-pencflled the passage, but it is still sticky 
with the menngue of devotional almond icmg See with 
what tender care I tread the paths of the humble garden 
half orchard, half vegetables I pluck a little bunch 
of edifymg flowers I put an apple to my bps Almond 
icmg ! All almond icmg ! Pass me the scissors Away 
with the apple trees and flowers You regret them, httle 
wretch > While I am wandenng m the Maid's flowery 
garden, at Nancy or at Reims there is some crabbed, 
obstmate, wheezy old archivist who is deep m a study 
of the orchards of Lorrame and Champagne When my 
History appears, he wfll shout from all the house-tops 
that I am totally ignorant of apple culture and the flora 
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of the ]\Ieuse, that I am an absolute ass, and that there 
was not a smgle apple tree m the orchard belonging to 
the d'Arcs There were pear trees, cherry trees, currant 
bushes, plum trees, and all the trees dear to Barrfe 
And he wiH put m the emdence of countless documents, 
deeds, wills, and sur\^eys, and I shall be covered vith the 
dust of Ignominy and eternal ridicule 

* <• * 

THE AWAKENING OF VESUVIUS 

“ You think I am exaggeratmg ? It has happened to 
me once already, over the Procwaior of Jndcsa Like 
ever}’’ one else, mcludmg Virgil and Lamartme, I describe 
the famous bay of voluptuous Naples V did not forget 
Vesuvius I wrote ' At the foot of the bay, Vesuvius 
smoked ’ ' It did not smoke i ’ protested a score of 

rascally specialists m earthquakes and volcamc eruptions 
‘ In the time of your procurator, ^^esuvius drovsed It 
slept, and neither snored nor steamed You don t know 
that, and Phny the Younger, and Phny the Elder, etc , 
etc ! Go back to school, httle ignoramus i ’ I was 
completely humihated They were nght Vesimus 
awoke m 54 — ^how could I forget it ^ ^to engulf er 
culaneum and Pompeir I had to put out Vesuwus an 
modify my sentence without at the same tune altering 
my paragraph I sought for long At last my obstoacy 
was recompensed Instead of ‘ Vesuvius smoked, ^pu 
‘ Vesuvius laughed ’ And eveiy^ one was satisfied 

CONTRASTS 

“ For the names of comic heroes, make the Chnsfa^ 
name contrast with the surname Let the one be unpo 
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nnt, the other tmnl Ctll them, for instance, On«?simc 
Dupont, riuhrctc Lebrun, Ctsar Birotcau, Evanste 
Gainclin " 

• • ♦ ♦ ♦ 

MAD IM RHETORIC 

" You become a good %\Titer just as you become a 
good joiner by planing doum your sentences 

*' To-<lay rhetoric is dccncd in the Middle Ages it 
was called 'Madam Rhetone' I regret it rhetonc 
teaches how to plca'^c. to instruct, and to touch 
Ideas pass, but rhetone is eternal 

" Ah, j cs I Tlicre is tlic simple style, the sublime style, 
the balanced 5(3^0 Tliat makes our 3 oung literary sparks 
shnek wntiria^ghtcr, doesn't it ’ In fact, it is a truism 
Does an3onc choose die same ink, tlic same pen, and the 
same tone, to wnte to the Archbishop of Pans, to his 
mistress, or to Potm ^ 

***** 

SUBLIMITY— INFIRMITY 

‘'Beware of bombast after the manner of Corneille 
Leave the subhmc to the teachers Nothmg is so easy 
as to astound by thundenng, in time or out of it Bad 
singers shout , good ones sing with feeling One touch of 
affectation and you arc far from nature Yet m the end 
you have to return to her Though you may be perched 
up on the clouds, you must still come back to earth with 
your reader Think of the famous ' That he should die I ’ 
of Horace The cntics are unanimous that after such a 
moment no matter what verse must fall flat Nothing 
could be more false Let us reconstruct the scene 

‘ F6hx Polin, the great grocer, wine merchant, and gastro* 
normc purveyor ot Pans — J P 



86 


ANATOLE FRANCE HIMSELF 


" What would you he should do 'gainst three ? 

" Horace That he should die ’ ” 

(Applause, cheers, flowers, bouquets, wreaths, handker- 
chiefs, triumph) 

“ But he IS your son ^ 

“ Ho 7 ace (more and more exated) He is no longer 
son of mme ! ” 

(Bravo > Bravissimo > Triumph, handkerchiefs, wreaths, 

cheers, applause ) 

“ The house rocks from stalls to gallery m an epidemic of 
Comeilhan epilepsy The swa5nng chandeher ]om3 m 
the applause with its crystal festoons E_££-more than 
a tnumph it is a revolution m drama. None the less 
a halt must be called on the giddy path A return must 
be made to the action and to common sense A play 
which was applauded at every line and every hemistich 
would keep the spectators stuck all mght in their stalls 
"When you go m for delirium, who knows where it will 
end ? On Mount Pmdus, or m the lunatic asylum ? 
It IS the same thmg with the novel More often than not 
a stramed style mdicates an absurd situation Nothmg 
IS easier to spm than a bit of bravura. But you must 
sew it on to the action It is hke a purple mantle that 
must be botched with rags ^Vhen I began to write, I 
tormented myself to reach the sublime Now I flee 
from it ” 


AT HUYSMANS' 

One evenmg the Abb6 V of Samt-Sulpice took me 

to see Huysmans His flat near the Bon March^ is small 
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bat bgbt. From the vandows you see convent gardens 
and orphan schools, where every thin g — ^paths, plane- 
trees, and children — are uniform A maid, hhe a lay 
sister, comes and goes, silent and furtive, m the ante- 
room Along the walls are shelves of pme wood full of 
paper-covered volumes, and old books A man comes 
to greet the abbA He is tall and has a powerful neck 
hke that of a wrestler, but a wrestler beaten, worn-out, 
and shivermg Through the folds of his scarf the weary, 
droopmghead is barely visible. His clenched hands, hke 
an old woman’s, hold a worn puce-coloured dressmg- 
gown wrapped round him. His shppers drag with soft 
hesitation along the parquet floor He folds the abbe 
in his arms We go mto the next room, the dining-room, 
apparentl5~_;Pn the walls are photographs of primitives 
descents from the cross, crucifixions and passions, images 
of dread discoloured by the sunshine. On the mantel- 
piece, between two vases with Jencho roses that look 
like thistles, is a poor Louis XVI monstrance The raj^ 
of the euchanstic sun have lost their gilt and show the 
copper underneath In the lunula, m place of the 
host, a poor rehc is seen through the clouded glass Above 
the mantelpiece, transformed mto an altar, hangs a great 
crucifix of plaster and black wood, with a spng of box, 
such as one sees m convent parlours The strangeness of 
the room breathes that sharp, fusty, devotional odour 
common to sacristies and mfirmanes 

We sit down before a poor fire made of two wheezy 
logs 

The conversation turns first of all on the writer’s 
health He no longer beheves m doctors He places 
hunvlf m the hands of God. Does He not know better 
than any what we need ^ He sufiers, yes ; but perhaps 
not enough. He has so much to expiate' He tells 
us of his devotions. He reates the rosary. At first 
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the prayer seemed to tnm mechamcal, but that was 
because he was still poisoned b}’^ hterary pnde Manrtsc 
of St Ignatius is fruitful reading He has changed his 

confessor the Abb4 M was far too worldly and 

lackmg m seventy The new confessor dehghts him 
He IS a true rustic, the son of peasants, who dnves his 
flock as his father, a farmer of Beauce, drove his horses 
and sheep and pigs 
The abb6 presents me to the wnter 
“ My fellow-countryman, Jean Jacques Brousson He 
is the son of the excellent man who was doctor to our 
semmary of Nimes and to nearly all the rehgious associa- 
tions of Gard Dr Brousson is a Kni ght of the order of 
St Gregory ” c 

On this, the author of En Route seems tgci'-'^^ome con- 
saous of my presence He mterrogates me 

“ You want to go m for hterature ^ My poor young 
man ' First you should assure your salvation Ah, 
you have gone as secretarj’’ to Anatole France ^ So much 
the worse for you ' He is a great writer, but he lacks 
the one necessary thin g faith Yet he was brought 
up piously, I have heard, by Christian parents But 
vamty, the thirst for applause, the love of paradox — In 
short, he IS m a parlous state Not for all his fame would 
I be m his place ” 

Here a short pause Huysmans coughs, spits mto the 
fire, tries to reumte the hopelessly divorced logs, and 
goes on 

" I used to frequent Anatole France m t un es past He 
was a chanmng wit if not a man of charm It distresses 
me to see him shpping down that mchne In memory 
of our old fnendship say this to him for me 

lUustnous Master, are you not sometimes a httle 
weary of the adoration of men ? Do you feel no giddmess 
on the superhuman pinnacle to which idolaters have 
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raised you up ’ Have you forgotten the grace of your 
holy baptism and of your first commumon ? Dear Master, 
when night falls, flee from all these courtiers who hide 
the truth from you ivith their flattery Go, as your good 
mother did, mto some ancient church of the people, 
Saint-Sdverm, for instance Dip your fingers into the 
common vessel of holy water, hke lie simple women and 
httle children of the distnct Put off your poor Immor- 
tahty Make the ancestral sign of the cross and then 
kneel down at the end of the apse by the stone palm-tree 
There, alone with God, under the shadowy hght of the 
stained glass vandows, ask if we were created and sent 
mto the world and redeemed by the blood of Jesus 
Christ to vTite mere insolence ' " 

Next da5^Ujfaithfully related the homily to Anatole 
France In a dry voice the Master said to me 
" Poor Huysmans, he is m a sad way His bigotry 
IS a lamentable sign of his age When you see him — 
one attention deserves another — tdU him ‘ France 
recommends you to have your water analysed ’ " 

* ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

AUTHENTICITY 

He IS dnvmg a bargain over one of the pictures with 
rehcs for which he has such a fancy 

" I shall end,” he says, ” by givmg refuge to aH the 
samts of Paradise It will be the devil if they don't 
remember, m the next world, the hospitahty I have given 
them in this So you see I am certam of salvation 
There will surely be some Virgm to hold out her hand 
to me, and to say to the Everlastmg Father ‘ I know 
him He IS not so black as he is painted For years 
I lay m his bedchamber 

But he is anxious about the “ authenticity ” 
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" What’s that, the authenticity ? ” asks the astounded 
curio-dealer. 

“ Woman without faith 1 The authenticity is the 
deed that proves the truth of rehcs Without a docu- 
ment and without the bishop’s seal the samtliest remains 
lack value I mean, for a Christian, not a collector 
Your picture has its seal intact, I admit , but the authen- 
tiaty IS lost I don’t want it I must have my saints 
and martyrs and doctors and virgms with the makers’ 
guarantee ” 
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“ What do you think of her ^ ” 

“ She IS imposmg ” 

You are not very enthusiastic Well, my friend, 
even at her age she still arouses passion The other mom- 
mg m the Bois, she left her carnage and was takmg a 
stroll m one of the httle avenues, when she saw coming 
towards her — 1 should say, at her — the Satyr > You know, 
the Satyr whose fame is so wide-spread, the only bemg 
who upholds m Pans the ancient reputation of the fauns 
and forest gods He came at her full sail, and m a state 
of high excitement Now what would you have done 
m Madame’s place ? If you had belonged to the fair 
sex, I mean ^ ” 

“ And you yourself. Master ^ What would you have 
done ? ” 

“ Oh, I hardly know ‘ Lead us not mto temptation, 
says the Chnstiau prayer How perfectly absurd ' If 
I had stiU the gift of prayer, I would repeat without 
ceasmg ‘ Oh, Lnrd, lead me mto temptation ’ But it s 
not a question of me The Satjrr was marchmg on 
Madame, armed with his desire Madame advanced on 
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him, armed, on her side, with her lorgnette When she 
was close to him * 

Take care, my good man,’ said she m a disdainful 
voice, ' or you will catch cold ’ 

" Wasn't that better than to cry * Pohce I Help 1 
Outrage I In one second Pnapus sank agam to be a 
mere bourgeois His sails were drawn m 

* ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

THALIA AND CLIO 

" Sardou is a cunnmg fellow He once gave me a good 
lesson We were dining together with some common 
fnen^ Durmg the week a book or an article had 
appeared upap .the Naundorffs, the false Dauphins, and 
the substitution of a child for Louis XVH m the Temple 
Sardou supported the theory of Louis XVII havmg 
been earned off, and put all his southern ardour mto it 
To him it was obvious that Mane Antomette’s son had 
not died m prison And he described to us the circum- 
volutions of the plot, and the details of the substitution 
and the kidnappmg, with such realism and vivid mmute- 
ness that one could have sworn he had been present at 
the romantic scene 

" What about the of&cial report of the autopsy, drawn 
up by the surgeon Pelletan ? ” I asked- In vam Sar- 
dou grew warm He alm ost had recourse to insult 
and personahty. I was completely taken aback by 
his frenzy, and could not refram from remarkmg to 
hun 

'"■Really, my dear Sardou, you take the case of 
Louis XVII so much to heart that one might almost 
imagine it to be a family matter Have you by chance 
any claim to the throne of France, throu^ some cousmly 
relationship with the Naundorffs ? ' 
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“ He was disarmed and laughed. The ordmary tone 
came back to his voice and he screwed up his e5'es with 
amusement as he said in my ear ' 

" ‘ Between ourselves, the kidnappmg of the Dauphin 
would make such a splendid play > The theory of his 
death in the Temple is untenable There is nothing 
dramatic about it ’ 

" Some time after, Sardou produced PanJ^a, h arcl^ande 
de fmohiis ” 


ii: ^ 

ACADEMIC STRATEGY 

" I was told so often that I must belong to it, t^at m 
the end I agreed It was Hale\'y who undertook to 
chaperon me m the haUs of the Immortals He gave me 
lessons in the strateg}’- of the Academy I had m}’ pro- 
gramme marked out everj^ morning * I was to go here, 

go there, call on the Comtesse de ; talk of t h is and 

of that, of the Comte de Chambord, of Chateaubnand 

at Madame P 's . sound the praises of Victor Hugo , 

and so forth My candidature was trul}’’ pamstakmg, 
but the obstacles began to mterest me m the game. 
It is difBcult to conceive the extent to which the Forty, 
so insignificant m theu works, are potent in real hfe 
It’s theu esprit de corps They spend all the activity 
of theu mmds in mtngue Do you know a more finished 

idiot than L ^ And think of P ’s gobblmg 

silhness > And B , the most sn ufflin g twaddler of 

modem times ^ Well, when it comes to making your 
entrance beneath the Cupola, all these boobies develop a 
marvellous cunmng You must undergo a sort of imtia- 
tion. You must prove yourself theu equal m worthless- 
ness Matters came finally to m}'^ letter of candidature 
I made it as simple as I could Halevy did not approve 
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* You are far too presumptuous/ said he ' Try another 
style ’ So he made a draft for me which I copied with 
astomshmg docdity In the new version there were not 
more than four mistakes m French ” 

* * * * 

THE VEIL OF THE FUTURE 

" In his old age, Renan wanted to lift the veil of the 
future And why, m heaven's name ? To satisfy his 
saentific curiosity ' With what rapture,’ he confided to 
me, ‘ would he not have pored over the most elementary 
text-book of science that schoolboys would carry m then 
satchels a hundred years after his death I ’ And I too, 
I should lAai to lift that mysterious veil I too, have 
my scientific cunosity But it is not so chimencal as 
that of the old sacristan I don’t care a fig for cucurbits 
and alembics, for steam and electricity I was for too 
long possessed by the superstition of science. To-day 
I have abandoned such vamties I no more beheve m 
that science which arrogates to itself alone the title of 
exact Such presumptuousness is enough to condemn 
it If I might choose out of the piles of books that will 
be published a himdred years after my death, do you 
know what I should take ^ A novel ^ No Always 
the same rhapsody A man loves a woman who doesn’t 
love him , or a woman loves a man who doesn’t love her , 
or both love each other or detest each other madly 
There are a certam number of possible combmations, 
but even with the addition of the lover there are not more 
than a dozen situations No, I should not take a novel 
from the library of the future , nor a history book, for 
if that has any mterest, it is a novel too I should 
simply take, my fnend, a fashion paper to see how women 
dressed a century after my decease. Their ribbons and 
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bibbons would teU me more about future humamty than 
all the philosophers, novelists, preachers, and men of 
saence ” 


♦ # * ♦ ♦ 

A HISTORIC HOUSE 

He points out a house of pleasmg exterior in the Rue 
Chalgrm It is of bnck and stone, built m a substantial 
Louis XHI-Napoleon HI style He says : 

“ What do you think of it ? ” 

“ Hm, nothing much ” 

" Young wretch ! It is a histone house • It is the 
house of the Manneqinn d' Osier ” c 

tsr-' 

THE CHILD NEEDS WAKING UP 

“ I have been too lazy and spoiled my wnting by it 
I only discovered very late — ^too late — ^what schoolmasters 
call the ]oy of work And then I have followed my own 
whims too much Short stones, for mstance, I used to 
wnte at the latest possible moment, hke a condemned 
man settmg down his last wishes To make me sit down 
at my table and work, I had really to be dnven by 
necessity — ^lack of money, or some defimte undertakmg 
Then I stuck to it as if it were a poena, yes, a real school- 
boy^s poena For I had no imagmation, and work, at 
that tune, came extremely hard to me I had all sorts 
of doubts and reservations I wanted to write only thmgs 
of note I tned to force a constant stream of wit Ah, 
I’ve come down from that smee But see the result of 
this mixture of doubts and laziness ! The thmg was that 
I had waited too long before entermg upon a real hterary 
career. At the age when yotmg men dream of the 
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Academy, the Pantheon, and the Invahdes, I had no 
ambition My castles m Spain ere on a very modest 
scale Indeed my dreams were not of castles, but of 
humble administrative sinecures My father used to 
say • ‘ That child needs waking up ’ My mother under- 
stood me better I felt myself far closer to her sound 
common sense than to her husband's dogmatic, de- 
clamatory, emphatic turn of mmd He used to imitate 
his favourite author, the Vicomte de Chateaubnand, m 
speaking of the timest domestic madents like a prophet 
of Israd My mother would pnck his heavy bubbles 
with unexpected darts of wit reaUy worthy of Voltaire 
She was full of charmmg rustic sa3Tngs ” 

*-♦***» 

FAME AND THE SLIPPERS 

"There used to come mto our shop all sorts of old 
Immortal animals after the sittmgs of the Academies 
hard by While they grubbed among the books they 
contmued their discussions They inspired me with 
deep admiration For me fame was spelt by the names 

of ilM X and Y of the Acudimte des Inscriptions 

et Belles-Lettres or of the Sciences Morales et Politiques 
How marvellous it would be to write a learned history 
or commentary ' To be one of those courteous, well- 
brushed old men, with red or violet or biscmt-coloured 
ribbons m their button-holes, like hortensias • To hve 
with a hobby apart from one’s own century, m another 
age, to know hardly anythmg about one’s contemporaries, 
but to be mtimate and familiar with Cicero, Corneille 
or Madame de S^vign^ ! That was what fame seemed 
to me ” 

" And to-day. Master ? ” 

" To-day, my son, fame hes m bemg able to do what I 
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like I receive mimsters and publishers m my dressmg- 
gown and my shppers I give audience, and often I refuse 
it, to them It's my turn to make them wait, as they 
often did me In a word, the Academic Fran^aise and 
the renown of bemg a great \vnter — this great crown, so 
to speak — permits me to wear, in season and out of 
season and wherever I choose, mj^ old grey felt hat If I 
wanted, I could go to the Opera m hst shppers These 
are the smaller advantages, but there are large ones too 
Between ourselves a member of the Academy to which 
all the old maids leave their savmgs to found good conduct 
prizes — the Pnx Montyon, for mstance — why now, the 
Academy is above the law, and can snap its fingers at 
statutes and magistrates Shall I give you an examj^le ? ” 

<5 * « ’*• 

RUSTIC PLEASURES 

“Not long since I was taking my pleasure m sylvan 
fashion with a tender soul, as it were a nymph, met m a 
grove m the Bois de Boulogne I am rather short-sighted 
and have no s kill m conceahng my feelings Besides, I 
lack caution and am, alas • wholly without that greatest 
of social virtues, h5rpocnsy Seated on a bench, my 
compamon and I were en]03ang ourselves m all innocence 
Suddenly a proud keeper appeared and m a tone of fury 
said 

" ' I've been wat clung you for the last quarter of an 
hour, you old satyr ' ^^^at's your name ? ' 

" ‘ By good luck I had a visitmg card on me I handed 
it to him ivith a five-franc piece He pocketed the one and 
looked at the other \^dien he saw that I was a member 
of the Academic Fran^aise, the brute overflowed with 
courtesy 

Pray forgive me, sir,' he said ‘ I couldn't know , 
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all sorts of people come here Besides, if I ventured 
to interpose, it is on account of the children The little 
rascals have eyes, you know, when it comes to seeing 
vhat they ought not to see Apart from that, I don't 
give a rap WTiat are woods made for, if not for love- 
making ? The unfortunate thing is that your good lady 
has a red petticoat that can be seen from as far off as if 
it were a flag If the lady will excuse the suggestion, 
black would be much better Less obvious Discretion 
IS always advisable, isn't it, sir ? In that case I should 
not have come up, but I should then not have had the 
honour of making the acquaintance of a member of the 
Academy, sir ' " 

# 

O* ♦ # ♦ ♦ 

THE REDEMPTION OF BOOKS 

He has fished up a slender catch of small books of the 
seventeenth and eighteenth centimes from the book- 
seller's boxes on the Embankment The haul, as I point 
out to him, is worthless 

“ My friend, I cannot go to sleep of an evenmg without 
an old book, be it good or bad It is a sort of nte And 
then, there are no bad books, any more than there are 
ugly women I admit indeed that contemporary books 
do not interest me By pondenng over this, I have 
discovered the reason for it they are not real books 
There was a time when, I confess, my taste was osten- 
tatious My vamty got the better of my appetite How 
many books have I not bought for the bindmg, the 
frontispiece, or a flower ! To-day I make provision 
against insomma Should mghtmare come, I take refuge 
in the past 

“To be quite candid, there is a certam amount of 
chanty in my purchases Even so did the brothers of 

G 
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the Redemption act when they bought back Chnstians 
from the irons of the Mamamouchis I redeem for the 
modest pnce of fifty centimes or a franc good men who 
have sunk to the ignominy of the book-boxes If we 
may beheve the pious, he who will reward for a glass of 
water will leave nothing without reward He keeps 
exact account of our good, as of our evil actions Some 
day, I trust, a writer — a just man he must be and dis- 
damful of his time — wiU hold out to me a helpmg hand 
when I he in one of these coffins of pme and metal, under 
the ram and the wind and the unkind words of passers-by 
along with the flower of theologians and the authors of 
the Genie du Chnstianisme, Lettres sur la Mythologie, and 
such like These httle books seem to you wort|iless 
you are m the contemptuous age, my son < ^ Try to be 
more charitable Follow my example and that of the 
kmd St Francis of Assisi If he found on his path — 
now where did I read that ^ No matter — if he found a 
scrap of wntmg on his path, he picked it up with care, 
lest his feet should tread on the name of Jesus and of 
Mary, or on some passages treatmg of divme thmgs 
One day, one of his disciples — ^he must have been, 
like you, young, charmmg, and contemptuous — asked 
him 

Blessed Father, why do you so carefully gather all 
these wntmgs even when they are from the pagans ^ 

“ ‘ My son, it is because I find m them the letters that 
form the name of God and of his divine mother 

THE NEVERS DISH 

The engraver P is the friend of his youth They 

Were, I t hink , bosom friends at school They loved the 
same woman, and it was P who won her Life has 
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not separated them " P says France, " is my 

most mtimate fnend, and my dearest " 

It IS also of P that he flunks most frequently 

" P has talent, distinct talent Is it really talent, 

though ? Jlethod rather, perhaps 

" He made a very skilful engraving of a work by 
Daumier it was a simple transfer 1 Anyone could 
have done the same who had patience enough And 

then P has no talent for becommg nch, and that 

is the supreme talent In his old age he is reduced to 
sohciting official commissions He has made me make 
many humihating apphcations for him Like many 
others he could have put something aside for a rainy 
season But he wanted to play the artist He had a 
studio at 'Vaugirard He was ostentatious , generous, 
too The imbecile mamed his model She was so 
beautiful, his wife 1 Perhaps she is still It's a good 

thirty years since I have seen her P has the mama 

for being a Mieccnas Every Sunday he would ask you 
to dinner with a lot of daubers and scnbblers The food 
was plam and good oysters, a capon, a cake, and a very 
pleasmg light Bordeaux The lady of the house was 
charmmg Lunch went on to mghtM Supper followed, 
with a flammg bowl of punch Result he is out at 
elbows to-day 

" I must ask him if he still has that fine Nevers dish 
that hung over the mantelpiece hke a shield of honour 
He must have sold it But what right had he to ? For 
you see, the dish was not his One Sunday we were at 
table as usual Enter the girl from the oysterman’s and 
lays the oysters, accordmg to classic custom, on the 
table ‘ We will bring you back the dish afterwards,” 

says Mme P ,’ paymg her 

" ‘ Very good, madame ' The girl vamshes We 
attack the oysters By degrees, as the shells disappear. 
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the bottom of the dish appears and on it, in camaieu,^ 
a biblical scene the judgment of Solomon We bend 
over it. We discuss We argue ‘ It's a Rouen No ! 
It’s a Nevers, a fine Nevers, of the beginmng of the 
seventeenth century, and it’s perfect Not a single crack 
in it I It’s worth at least five hundred francs Shall we 
send it back ? ’ 

“ ‘ Why should we send it back ? ’ puts in P ‘ See 

what these people do with works of art It would be 
simply throwing pearls before swme If we take it back 
to them, they will go on using it hkethis until it is broken 
or is mislaid by some customer who has a weakness for 
oysters and Nevers pottery Providence has sent it here 
^^ere could it be better than at an artist's ? ’ Some of 
the guests, however, jealous of the transaction, c questioned 
whether it was qmte the thmg 

" ‘ Of course it’s a shame to send back a masterpiece 
like this to the hands of those vandals But it belongs 
to them You ought to make them an offer for it ’ 

" ' Make them an offer ? You don’t know these people 
If I exchange their Nevers dish for a dish from the bazaar 
near by, they won’t even notice the difference They are 
brute beasts But if I say to them What do you want 
for this dish ? It has a certain value — I shall be giving 
them the office Their imagmation will be fired and 
they’ll ask something preposterous ’ 

" Fmally after the pros and the cons had been argued, 
it was decided to keep the Nevers dish, as immeasurably 
too good for such cads, and to substitute another A 
royal tip was to be given 

“‘Hit Not too royal ! ’ cned P ‘ The feUows 

will smell a rat ’ 

“ Every Sunday, as he swallowed the classic oysters, 

P congratulated himself on his happy acqusition 

^ See the Oxford English Dictionary — J P 
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He and his Nevers dish got on my nerves ‘ P I 

said to him one day, ‘ you are a tiuef ’ And as he was 
rehgious, I added ‘ Your dish will drag you down to 
hell, my dear chap Restore or be damned 1 ’ But he 
only shrugged his shoulders He told me I knew no thing 
about either rehgion or morahty, and that he was certain 
of his eternal salvation That on the contrary God would 
look with favour on his havmg given asylum to so beauti- 
ful a thmg Perhaps he would sell his dish Try to 
find out, will you, if he has still got it ^ ” 

♦ ♦ # * ♦ 

CHATEAUBRIAND’S STICK 

" My f^^her, as I told you, adored Chateaubnand To 
him, he was the greatest genius of France ancient and 
modem He knew the viscount’s finest pages by heart, 
and used to reate them to me, deplorably badly He 
turned to the viscount as to an oracle Whatever might 
happen, Chateaubnand had somethmg to say about it 
Why had we not hstened to him, when he spoke 1 For 
Chateaubnand had prophesied everything I Only, like 
poor Cassandra, the viscount had preached m the desert, 
and that's why we were where we were, on the brink of 
anarchy and demagogy My father gave the hospitahty 
of his bedroom pell-mell to any or all of Chateaubnand’s 
books He positively revelled m them At his death 
I found a whole garret of stray volumes of IhnSraires de 
Pans d JSrtisalem, Atala, Natchez— hut not one smgle 
complete set Besides them he left me several prized 
rehcs of his idol He was speaaUy proud of one of those 
pictures made up out of hair and displaying tombs and 
thoughts and hearts He had it from the viscount's 
hairdresser, who rehgiously preserved the smppmgs As 
far as I could see Chateaubnand had pretty coarse locks. 
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muddy m colour and verging on red But perhaps he 
dyed his hair * I gave this treasure to a lady who adored 
the viscount She was beside herself with ]oy ! And I, 
I profited by her enthusiasm Another rehc of the 
Geme du Chnshamsme we had in the house — ^though 
where it came from, I have no notion — the stick with 
which Chateaubnand climbed Mount Smai It was a 
cane with an ivory knob We were ever so proud of it 
It was only shown to persons of distmction, enthusiastic 
souls who were capable of feehng the thnll of the gemus 
transmitted by its touch Ah, my fnend, imagme the 
outburst the day my father caught our servant-girl beat- 
ing the bedroom rug with the Mount Smai stick ! As a 
rule he never lost his temper, but now he flew mto a rage 
bordenng on apoplexy * Sack her ! ’ he cfi‘ed to my 
mother ' Sack her, the jade ! Chateaubnand’s stick 
to beat the bedroom rug ! ’ And he wiped the cane with 
his handkerchief After that he locked it up at the bottom 
of a bookcase His anger cooled and we kept the maid, 
who was flabbergasted by the row She had no very 
dear idea eis to what Chateaubnand was She was for- 
given on account of her rustic upbrmgmg 

“ By dmt of readmg the viscount, my excellent father 
contracted the disease of over-emphasis He was a plain 
man, deahng with httle things and small people, but he 
employed the most pompous terms He loved cadences 
and flowing penods Everythmg became a subject for 
his eloquence the least domestic mishap, an egg boiled 
too long, or a burnt cutlet Under the lamp that swung 
over our httle narrow, middle-class table, he would 
fulmmate like the viscount descendmg from Mount Smai 
with the Tables of the Law m the tails of his frock-coat 
The veal widowed of its carrots, the sausage, and the 
cream cheese, became texts for his perorations My 
mother was quite accustomed to it She took no 
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more notice of tliesc anthems than of the murmur of 
the nver hard by As for me, it gave me a disgust ' 
for tlie viscount ” 

* * 4c 4c « 

•' THE BANQUET OF THAIS *’ 

We are on the ^\'ay to dine at Lapdrouse We have left 
the carnage at the Place de la Concorde and, as it is 
\rarm, v-ander along the Embankment as far as the Pont 
des Arts A cnmson dusk hangs over sky and stream, 
cnnoblmg eveiything, even the tramp we see down there 
by the nver washing his shirt, which is changed mto an 
emporor’s toga Anatole France hngers over the boxes 
of the bc^tetalls, still open He sniffs the dust of the 
old volumes with dehght Suddenly he gives a cry of 
distress 

" Madame ! JIadame ! ” 

Madame, who is going along, leanmg on the crook of 
her parasol like a shepherdess, stops m astomshment 

" \Vhat’s the matter ? You ivill raise the town, shout- 
mg like that ! What have you found to make such a 
noise about ^ ” 

" Guess ” 

" I am not a witch ” 

" Do you give it up ? ” 

" Yes, yes Come along You prevent me from enjoy- 
ing the sunset ” 

" This book, Madame ! Look in this box The 
one-franc box 1 Lying there, m the middle of old 
cookery books and treatises on onamsm, my radiant 
Thats 1 ” 

" Ah I It's a first edition That's a good stroke of 
busmess for you You will be able to resell it at ^ 
profit ” 
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” A first edition ? You may well say so. That’s how 
one throws one’s pearls to swine There was an auto- 
graph inscription here that has been scratched out. 
That’s a good lesson to me. No more autographs * The 
brute didn't go far, you see He only cut the pages up 
to the Banquet Y'hen he got mto the hall, his appetite 
failed him ” 

" He didn’t like your cookmg Console 5*ourself , 
your banquet was laid for damty tastes, real epi- 
cures ” 

“ Betw een ourselves, this banquet was — not Anatole 
France, but Brochard > ” 

( 

O 

THE MOMEXT OF DUSK 

We walk on in silence to the Pont des Arts. 

Here," announces France, " we must halt for the 
ntual Go, young wretch ! Follow Sladame on to the 
middle of the footbridge, and assume an air suited to the 
occasion. This is the moment of dusk, and this the 
place Tbu see, Madame is already m an ecstasy. She is 
no longer a Parisienne who fives a stone’s throw from the 
Arc de Tnomphe She is Deborah ' She is the pro- 
phetess who judged the people, seated imder a palm-tree 
on Mount Ephraim, between Rama and Bethel It is 
fifteen years smce I first caught her with that inspired 
look on her face, towards six o’clock m the evemng, on 
the Pont des Arts ’’ 

" This is the lo^nfiest %'iew m the world I pitj* those 
who cannot perceive it ’’ 

" Bare 3'our head, child, make contrite your heart, and 
admire the loveliest view m the world Tell me, which 
way ought he to look ^ Towards the Trocadero, with 
its Tartar towers, or towards the statue of the Constant 
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Lover ? ^ You don’t look to me sufficiently moved, my 
son Come ! A little efiort of memory If j’-ou lack 
feeling on the Pont des Arts at six o’clock m the evemng, 
you will never have the key to Madame’s heart She 
wiU set you down with the Thracians and the Scythians 
For her the world is divided mto two categones those 
who adnure and understand the dusk on the Pont des 
Arts, and barbarians.” 

Leaning on her parasol, benbboned with blue, Madame 
looks admiration mcamate The sarcasm tnckles ofi 
her, hke a spnng shower from a swan’s feathers With her 
nght hand she makes httle gestures, as of benediction, 
towards the bronze statue Behind, Anatole France 
mimios her ^ 

" What a pity,” he says, ” that Madame is not Queen 
of France ! Oh, might the gods give heed ! How well 
all would be 1 If Madame were Queen of France, she 
would put up a tablet and station a pohceman here On 
the tablet w'ould be Sta mator ' ’ Passer-by, stop ! 

This is the lovehest view m the world, by dusk Bare 
your head > Adnure and be silent ! ’ And if you 
did not, the pohceman would show you the frog- 
march- 

" Madame is a connoisseur of the dusk , She has seen 
the sunset on the Acropolis, on the Forum, on the Escunal, 
on Golgotha, on the Pyramids • And on several other 
historical trifles, I forget what Well, Madame has told 
me a hundred times, if she has told me once ‘ The sunset 
IS noble nowhere but m Pans And to see it properly 
you must go to the Pont des Arts ' That is why, my 
child, we are on the Pont des Arts this evemng We shall 
come back to-morrow, and the day after to-morrow We 

* Le Vert Galant, i.e Henn IV of France For this use of the 
word " constant/’ see The Ccmstant Lover of St John Han kin — 

JP 
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shall never tire of this unique spectacle, of vhich the dolts 
who cross the bridge have not even an inkling. " 

iladams, leaning on her bsribboned parasol, has looked 
her hll towards the Constant Lover. Xow she has turned 
towards the Trocadero with its barbaric rowers. She 
seems to give no heed to the taimts of il Bergeret Her 
sugary hrtle voice pronounces these words . 

" I love this spot From here I can see the Lonvre, 
the Tuileries, and the Institute — and the httle house 
where the greatest writer of France was bom ” 

FRIEXDSBIP AXD HABIT 

At luncheon he takes the defence of X with more 

force than warmth 

''’He IS my fnend,” he declares 
MadaTT.e. Friends ^ You ha^*e friends ? Not one. 
You have habits To penetrate into the inner circle of 
3'our life, perseverance and leisure is all that is necessary. 
No matter who, suSciently careful and punctual to call 
on yon every mommg at the same time, will penetrate 
into your heart and establish himself there. The first 
few days you will thinlc him a nuisance and a bore. But 
by dint of thmkmg film stupid you will end by being 
interested in him. You will tell me endless stories about 
hurt. You will laugh at him, and that is your highest 
form of friendship. At the end of a month he wih be 
indispensable to you. "When he is not there, you will 
be ra a vile temper. But if he goes on strike for a week, 
oh then, bv-bye — all hope lost ^ Y"hen he comes back 
you won't know bim. You will even have forgotten Ins 
name His place will be bv some one else, equally 

inciSerent to you, but more punctuaL Friendship with 
you IS punctuahty.” 
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*' Why not sn>, a fad ^ ” 

"That**; the nord A fad, absolutely" 

'* You arc the most clear-sighted of myfncnds.and the 
most cliarmmg " 

«<•*** 

THE UOhOUR or A NOBLEMAN 

In his stones about the Academy, he generally allots 
the part of the butt to the Vicomtc Henn de Bomicr, his 
pet a%crsion He calls him '* the father of ihc Daughter 
of Edand " Poor nekety, dcclamatorj daughter ! The 
ph\avTight had promised Ins vote to Anatole France 
And, aaturalK , he took care to vote for his rival Despite 
the trcacliLiy , France \\‘as elected 
" Shortly after m> election," he relates," Madame and 
I were at the Arsenal librarj' As you know, many 
ancient a-aluabic and rcmarkaljlc manuscripts arc there 
I a<;k for a book of hours to show the miniatures to 
Madame My name on the slip sets the library atten- 
dants agog They rush to the librarian Bomier comes 
out He IS all smiles * I mu*;! ask a thousand pardons 
of you, my dear colleague I promised to vote for you 
But man proposes and God disposes At the last moment 

on account of my party ' 

" I cut him short I say in a dry tone ' Monsieur 
de Bomier, it is for me to thank you, for you voted for 
me ’ 

" ‘ Alas, no And I deeply regret ’ 

" ‘ You voted for me, M le Vicomte You gave me 
your word, your word of honour You are a nobleman 
You voted for me, I am certain of it Yes, yes, my dear 
colleague, you are a de Bomier 
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THE BYWAY 

" Madame is always punctual She has a mathematical 
bram Visits, funerals, weddmgs, mvitations to dinner, 
people mvited to dmner — she has them all neatly docketed 
As for me, it is my weak pomt If I have an appomt- 
ment, I always get there late — ^when I don’t forget alto- 
gether I am mcapable of gomg m a straight Ime from 
one place to another I always take a byway Say 
that I am dining out I am resigned to it and set forth 
m time But on the way all sorts of temptations crop up 
At the curiosity shop I forget the time Then I wander 
along the Embankment lookmg at books When but a 
quarter of an hour’s grace remains, suddenly a goddess 
appears on my path Like St Paul at Damascus I am 
struck by grace I am felled to the ground When I 
arrive at my host’s, they are at dessert or sippmg hqueur ” 

THE LORDLING OF CHAMPAGNE 

" My Joan of Arc is m great danger, and I count on you, 
my son, to find the lordhng of Champagne ” 

“ The lordhng of Champagne ^ ” 

“Yes, it’s about the Maid in her earhest period 
— m the state of proof before letters, so to speak Not far 

from Vaucouleurs, under King John, a certain peasant, 
or lordhng, or freeman heard voices one day while work- 
mg m the fields The voices were imperious and dazzlmg 
They said ‘ Go and warn Kmg John not to give battle 
In heaven’s despite, Kmg John gave battle, was defeated 
at Poitiers, and taken- prisoner together with his son 
What do you say to that ^ It throws a smgular hght 
on the Maid’s adventure The priests who prompted 
Joan of Arc knew the story, because we know it now It 
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and only come back with, the lordling. What a histonan 
Froissart is ^ A compiler, of course But there are pearls 
m his rubbish heap. He shovels things m. He was the 
journalist of his day. Go to the hbran’’, m\' child 
Better this mormng than this evening, this evemng better 
than to-morrow. Take pity on a poor historian in 
trouble Since I have mislaid my lordling, I have lost 
m}' sleep, my appetite, and the zest of life ” 

For a whole week, at the librarr*, I put the eight 
volumes of Froissart through the sieve. But no lordlmg 
I am received, at the Wlla Said, with extreme coldness 
“ You have re-read all Froissart ? Perhaps you turned 
the leaves with a furtive thumb, as if it were a novel ’ 
You are youthful, you are impatient Oh, T don't re- 
proach you. But I must renounce my Joau of Arc 
Don’t let’s speak any more about it ! Ylthout the lord- 
ling of Champagne my story is bereft of salt . it is a 
rhapsody.” 

“ Perhaps it is in Jean Lebel ^ ” 

” That's it I My lordlmg must be in Jean Lebel 
Ydiat were we thinkin g of ^ Yes, of course, it’s in Jean 
LebeL You are an angel, my good angel ! Run to the 
Bibhoth^ue Rationale Take Jean LebeL He is an 
excellent historian, and the proof is that Froissart plagi- 
arized him. To-morrow you wiU fly to me with my 
httle lordling of Champagne on your wings I am certain 
of it.” 

Nothing in Jean LebeL Presently Anatole France 
leaves for England. Our farewell is wholly without 
cordiality. 

" My friend, we shall meet m a fortnight Perhaps 
you wrll And my lordlmg of Champagne between this and 
then. But I hardly expect it . jmu have not the lucky 
touch I ought to have gone to some specialist Look 
again, if you like, for it is perfectly useless for you to 
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%\*nstc 3'our time o\cr Joan of Arc without the lordhng 
If I can't find where he came from, I shall bum my Maid 
Madame v.nll be enchanted " 

A post-card from London " August i 1903 We 
ha\c had a \crj* bad crossing Have you found my 
lordhng’ " Rcpl) m the negatue Return of Anatole 
France to Pans We Ica\ c the Maid for Renan Anatole 
France w ntes and rewntes the speech he is to make at the 
inauguration of the monument at Trdguier 

" Ah, Renan • He never bothered about references 
I ought to do like him about tins cursed lordhng " 

Mid September Departure for Uic Gironde 
Telegram I read on tlie blue paper " My dear 
child .Lbesccch you find tlic lordhng Your old master 
Anatole France ” 

At the BiblotliOquc Nationalc I have read and re-read 
Froissart and Lebd and all the dironiclers and all the 
histonans who ever spoke of King John and the Battle 
of Poitiers I haic asked Champion tlie father and 
Champion the son ‘ Tlicy have asked the most learned 
of tlicir customers No one knows the lordhng of Cham- 
pagne ' 

October 30 Return of Anatole France Pneumatic 
" I expect you to-morrow mommg at tlie Villa Said ” 
Tlie returns are always affectionate, wheedlmg almost 
He IS in great form He has brought back the breezes 
of the Gironde m his checks For a considerable tune 
he fishes round about the subject Tlien 

" I don't ask you for news of that wo'etched lordhng of 
Champagne I know you have done all you could The 
people of the Faculty of Letters of Bordeaux have had 
no better luck I put them all on the track They all 
come back empty-handed like you I asked a professor 

> The celebrated booksellers and publishers of the Quai 
Malaquars — J P 
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at Reims mto the bargam I said to myself ' Smce the 
lordlmg comes from Champagne, let us try a man of 
Champagne ’ The Reims professor to whom I wrote 
knew nothmg whatever about my lordlmg So the saying 
IS justified ‘ Nmety-mne sheep and one man of Cham- 
pagne make a hundred beasts ^ Well, weU, let’s talk no 
more of it life is too short and the lordlmg is bewitched 
Let us say good-bye to Joan of Arc I have other subjects 
m my head "V^^at should you say to a Rabelais ^ ” 

" From Joan of Arc to Rabelais seems a far cry ” 

JOAN OF ARC AND RABELAIS 

“ Not SO far as you think Like the shepherdess of 
Domremy, the pnest of Meudon risked the stake It was 
a near thmg with him, and he might easily have gone 
to it, as she did, covered with infamy Look at his fnend 
and publisher Etienne Dolet No, the author of Pania- 
gjnel escaped by the skm of his teeth from bemg himted 
down by the theologians But the fact is, that glorified 
buffoon was a very cunmng diplomat He was wise 
enough to play the fool He went his own way, reeling 
the while The bottle was his ahbi In reality, our 
humanist, doctor, theologian, jurist, and diplomat ab- 
sorbed more oil than wme * He made people laugh with 
his hiccups Drunkards always get sympathy There 
IS a god who watches over them Laughter is a ternble 
weapon I forget who it was said ‘ A man’s gaiety is 
the measure of his gemus ’ That's not at all stupid 
In the old ultramontane catechisms you will find melan- 
choly classed among the capital sms And they were 
right, by Jove i Rabelais is the greatest of our writers 
because he is the most laughter-lovmg The Maid was 
^ Bites = both “ beasts ” and " stupid ” — J P 



THE TWO BOOKCASES 


113 

refreshingly gay, too You should see how she snubbed 
the doctors of divinity at Poitiers 

“ Another point of resemblance with the Maid Rabe- 
lais loves France with a perfectly modem love His is 
the patnotism neither of caste nor of church In his 
eyes France is the fi^urs-de-hs, a dynastic policy, the 
royal hne of blessed St Louis Rabelais, the sacrilegious, 
who respects nothmg, is a swaggenng patnot See with 
what pleasure he recounts the story of Villon m England 
Upon my word, he is as proud as the archer of Bagnolet 1 
Ah f Come here a moment, my son " 

***** 

THE TWO BOOKCASES 

He takes my hand and leads me with an air of mystery 
along the corridor separatmg the bedroom from the 
hbrary We reach the end of the passage On either 
side of the wmdow is a bookcase They are exactly 
alike On the top of one is a terra-cotta copy of the Joan 
of Arc, sculptured by the Piincesse d'Orlfeans On the 
other the model, in terra-cotta, for the statue of Rabelais 
put up, I thin k, at Tours In the square doctor’s cap 
and with ample doctor’s gown envelopmg him, the author 
of lUustnous foolenes contemplates uomcally, across a 
wooden rail, the ecstatic shepherdess on the opposite 
shplf Both bookcases are overflowmg with documents 
The books about Joan of Arc are bound uniformly m 
vellum On the back they show the arms of the Maid 
a sword supporting a crown, between two fleurs-de-hs 
The titles are penned m blue and red, like the pages of a 
missal 

The pnest of Meudon is less resplendent m bmdmgs 
of shagreen and morocco 

^ A popular French typ& of braggart — J P 

H 
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Anatole France shows me an album where are collected 
a number of pamted documents about Rabelais por- 
traits of himself and his fnends, and pictures of the places 
he hved m 

In the opposite case he has an album of pictures re- 
latmg to Joan of Arc He turns the leaves of one and the 
other He sighs for the lordhng Then he shuts the 
album of the httle shepherdess m disgust " This is 
mystic stuff,” sa}^ he “ it’s poison ! ” The Rabelaisian 
album he clasps m his arms like a beloved child He 
carries it off to his room He feels the weight of it with 
pnde He breathes m its learned dust " This,” says 
he, “is mirth it’s the antidote ” 

*r ^ ♦ ij: * ^ 

THE MAID. A KITE 

So it IS deaded We will do a Rabelais Joan of 
Arc mterests him no longer Her bones shall be left to 
bigots Renan once told him the same thing, at a 
Celtic dinner “ You are workmg at Joan of Arc, young 
man ? That splendid subject is full of deception From 
far ofi it looks like somethmg Seen close, it is nothmg 
A few documents either apocryphal or falsified, fibs, 
legends, rant, pohtics, foolishness, fanaticism — ^that’s 
what you will find A veritable kite-tEul of scraps of 
paper, stuck together with stones — and what whacking 
stones ' It IS the wand of foolishness that blows that 
foohsh toy aloft My young fnend, think no more of 
such childishness ” 

Renan was nght 

We go out for a walk, and walkmg, he sketches the 
plans for his Rabelais He had mtended to go to Orleans 
for Joan of Arc Instead, he wall go to Tours 

” It’s all over with Joan of Arc This wiU-o’-the-wisp 
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In'dl’nr me And then I ■should simply be 

<'nkcd in O'luun o\(r the '^nintcd pirl Wliat raortifica- 
tinns I sho.ild In\c tf> su^allow from the clcncals 1 Don't 
let's 'peak of U any more Still, it was a fine subject , 
b.ii thrl , dTl I be{:nn to see light through it, as you 
' d-’^ light at the end of a tunnel But I am bogged 
•n nn lordhng and no one wall help me out of the mud ” 
Oil afternoon, m the Bibhotluquc Kationale, going 
fo' the list time througn all the memoirs published by 
the Hi'toncal Soactv of Trance, I discover a slender 
volume the Clrcr.clrs of Ih Ftrsi Four Valois, edited 
In Sim-'en Luce I oj>cn the book and at the first shot 
'IriJ-c upon the cp.'odc of the lordhng of Champagne 
ror-y>om than three months I had been hunUng for him 
Victor}* ! Nc\t morning I go in tnumph to the Villa 
Said TTicrc. a chill) breeze is blowing 
" ”111010 must, all the 'amc, be some one m France who 
Imow-s tlic lo'dling of Qiampagnc Shall I be reduced 
to putting an rdvcrtiscmcnt in the papers^ I have 
made }ou lose jour time, my duld At jour age, it is 
true, lime has no great \*aluc At mme, it is pnceless 
Mj moments arc the last drops of an exquisite hqueur 
Shall I die without my lordhng ’ He is shortemng ray 
daj s I ought to haa c gone straight, hke anj simpleton, to 
the Irlorv fdiairc dcs Cl.crcJ.curs ci dcs Ctineux ^ But I 
bdicae-d m you People told me so much about your 
learning and >our wisdom It must be confessed, you 
arc more bnlhant tivui profound Of course there is 
in jou a certain soutliem vivacitj But that petulant 
restlessness is unsuitcd to sohd, difficult research I 
needed a grubber, and I took a firework ! 

He pursues his discourteous way Full of false modesty 
I let him cxliaust the bitterness of his soul After a 
quarter of an hour of this, I shut the tap 

> The Frendh cqni\-alcnt of Notes and Quenes—JF 
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" My dear Master, I have found your lordlmg ” 

“ You’re not ]oking ? ” 

“No I have found your lordlmg I have the refer- 
ence here ’’ 

“ Ydiere did you discover him, my child ? In Frois- 
sart ^ ’’ 

“ No ” 

“ In Jean Lebel ? ” 

“ No In the Chrontde of the First Four Valois, of 
Luce ” 

For a moment he sits stupefied He puts on his spec- 
tacles He takes them off agam He gets up He sits 
down He walks about the room, holdmg the tails of 
his dressmg-gown like an old woman He sti^^ his 
forehead with a frenzied hand 

“ ^Vhat could I have been thinking of ’ Yes ’ The 
ChromeU of the First Four Valois I read it long ago 
I even wrote an article on it Ah' What a marvellous 
rehef ' I feel ten years younger Away \vith Rabelais ' 
Joan of Arc’s the thmg ! Madame wdl shriek hke an owl 
m a fit, but I’m ready for her WTiat a noble subject ' 
There could be no thin g finer or more topical W'^e wiU 
start agam at once If I still beheved m God, I should 
say to you ' On our knees ' On our knees ' Let us give 
thanks to Heaven Let us raise the Te Deum Let us 
smg ' ’ But I have doubts of God, and I had doubts of 
you It IS to you that I must give thanks, and to your 
youthful leammg and southern wisdom ’’ 

* * # ♦ * 

THE VOTIVE OFFERING 

He clasps me m his arms He embraces me Upon 
my word, something wet rolls down my cheek ' But the 
tear is not shed for me It is for the Maid and the lordhng 
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This outburst over, he rushes away to dig out some- 
thing and returns canyrng the wng of a Spanish altar- 
screen of gilt w ood Little twisted pillars form a frame 
for the niches 

" You must put that on your mantelpiece, my child. 
It is your reward, and my votive offermg It will 
remind you of the lordbng and the Maid and your 
old Master ” 

Fresh embrace From the pockets of his dressmg-gown 
he exhumes a number of statuettes, plaster copies of 
Tanagras, bronzed over. 

“ In those httle mches were once virgins and samts 
I have dedicated the altar to voluptuous httle Eastern 
maid'^ns See how charmmg they are. They have just 
come from bathing Was it before or after they had gone 
to meet their lovers ’ They are mbbmg their swift feet 
with pumice stone. They touch them nails with carmine. 
What graceful movement they have ' It makes their 
charms the more mtimate Isn’t that better than prudish 
virgins and matrons and sages ? " 

With the tail of his dressmg-gown he rubs up the 
statuettes 

" I have polished them,” he explains, " with Imseed 
oiL That gives the plaster the softness of the skin. 
Take them, my son Erect the altar on your bedroom 
mantelpiece The virgins of Tanagra shall hold the 
candle for you ” 

He gives them a last shin e. He seems to part from 
them with regret Then he murmurs m my ear . 

" Do you see that interrogation mark down there ^ I 
put that m with penoL Without that, would they be 
women ? ” 
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AN ANECDOTE 

“ The father of a family m the days of Diderot once 
remarked that his son, already come to man’s estate, 
wanted to be pohshed up 

“ ‘ Your education,’ said his father to him one mommg, 
‘ IS finished You are a Greek and Latm scholar You 
know theology, history, heraldry and you can dance 
But you still have to learn the science of society And 
that IS a science, alas, that the best professors do not 

possess Here is a letter for Mme de X , who fives 

m the neighbourmg town You will take it to her from 
me She is a lady of infimte grace, wit, and expenence 
She has hved long m society I must teU you, mo^yer, 
that she did not disdam my own homage I aifiTasking 
her to show the same kmdness and mdulgence to the son 
that she showed to the father Go, my son I doubt 
not that with her help you wiU become a truly pohshed 
young man of the world ’ 

“ The son leaves with his letter He arrives at the 
lady’s house From the first moment he pleases her 
She makes him sit down on an ottoman She uses all 
sorts of httle tncks to unfreeze him But all m vam The 
more oncommg she grows, the more reserved grows 
the young man When she draws nearer, he draws 
back Her talk is tender, his, respectful The lesson 
begins badly Can it be that the pupd is without 
gifts ? 

“ FmaUy, to thaw the poor innocent, she plays the 
classic scene of a swoon 

Oh, oh ! I am dymg > These dreadful vapours ' 
Unlace me ' ’ 

" O misery ! Instead of throwmg himself upon her 
corset-stnngs, the great gawky fellow rushes for the bell- 
rope He nngs like Easter chimes 
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“ Then the good lady opens an eye out of her faint and 
sighs regretfully 

Alas, sir ! Do you think to do before my footmen 
and chambermaid what you could not do when we were 
alone ^ ' " 

DE MAUPASSANT’S TROUSERS 

“ Long before the Horla, I realized that de Maupassant 
was gomg oS his head Gomg to him one day when I 
thought he w as alone I found him givmg an evenmg party 
I caught him m the haU and was excusmg m 5 rself, on the 
grotmd of not bemg dressed 

'I«.'_Rut ^hy don’t you stay ? ’ he asked 
" ' You see, I am not m evenmg clothes ' 

" ‘ That’s nothmg Look here, will you have mme ? ’ ” 
" And to my stupefaction he began to unbutton his 
waistcoat and undo his braces The hall was full of 
women He went on * 

“ ' I’ll shp my trousers and tail-coat on you ’ It was 
only with ^e utmost difficulty that I managed to get 
away from the poor madman" 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

INNOCENT GAMES 

" There is an ancient witch with false teeth who still 
plays at bemg a charmer The other day she almost 

eloped \vith me at Slme de 's door 

“ ' 1 won’t let you go i ’ she cned. ‘ I am too happy I 
Wherever you are gomg, that shall be my way < I am 
enchanted, dear Master, to get a tete-d-tete with you i ’ ’’ 

“ She pushed me mto her carnage Night was faffing 
In the frenzy of her apostrophizmg she seized me by the 
hands 
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“ I said to her ‘ Madame, would you like to play a 
little game with me ? ' ” 

“ ‘ Oh, yes,’ she cooed, ' an innocent httle game ! ’ ” 

" ‘ Innocent, certainly Let us play at keepmg our 
hands on the carnage door ’ ” 

“ She stopped the carnage I got down mto the 
mght 

" ' Good-bye, Madame ’ 

* * ♦ I): * 

DE VIGNY’S AMBITION 

“ My first essays on Alfred de Vigny smelled abomin- 
ably of the lamp I was very young and very i^^(jrant 
I mhented from my bookseller father an almosfsuper- 
stitious respect for the anstocracy Between ourselves 
Alfred de Vigny’s title of nobihty was of the most fragile 
descnption He did weU to put a pen m his coat of 
arms Under the Empire we took him for a stoic, for 
he was agamst the impenal regime In reahty he was 
only an ambitious man, deaf, disappomted, and embit- 
tered He had aspired to be the Prmce Impenal’s tutor 
and, as he did not succeed m bemg F^n61on or Bossuet, 
he played at bemg the Incorruptible 

“ What distmguishes man from the beast is l 3 ung pre- 
tence, m a word, hterature ” 

>ic 4: 4: * 

AFFECTIONATE CALUMNIES 

When he feels drawn towards anyone, be it a man or 
a woman, he hastens to discover vices m him He seeks 
for defects, for failmgs and eccentricities and even mon- 
strosities His friendship is not satisfied tmtil it has 
found a comphcated mechanism Normal people do not 
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interest him His good nature is full of malice He 
^^^ll explain the talent of one of his fnends by allegmg 
that he has perverted tastes He ivill paint him to you 
as tlie burgomaster of Sodom, so vividly that you might 
imagme he had been present himself at the saturnalia 
Moreover, he will make excuses for his fnend He will 
let off his eternal saw " Every one finds his salvation 
as he can ” He wiU not thmk that he is m the least 
offending the laws of fnendship by all this Qmte the 
contrary His calummes spnng from affection How 
often have I not heard him say "To be sure, So-and 
so’s morals are unorthodox, but he is so witty Might the 
gods out of their kindness grant that certam members 
of th^ Academy sometimes made similar mistakes of 
gender 1 ” 

Of another of his dearest fnends — a friend from child- 
hood — ^he will say that " He has furtive hands he is a 
dear sentimental fellow who cannot refraui from pickmg 
up here and there some souvenir out of the show-cases m 
one’s hbrary ’’ 

The oldest of all his fnends is announced, and he 
shouts to Josephme m presence of a dozen people 

" Don’t leave him alone downstairs for a moment ! 
Keep a sharp eye on my precious objects ! ’ 

The oldest fnend appears and to the stupefaction of 
the visitors Anatole France falls on his neck He em- 
braces him with frantic dehght He kisses him on both 
cheeks and sharpens his long nose on them by way of 
compliment He seems unable to unlock his arms Then, 
m a suave voice and with a sweet smile, he wiU say 

" My dearest So-and-so, I was just talking about you 
to these gentlemen I can’t say how charmed I am to 
see you ’’ 


♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 
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THE INFimUTY OF VIRTUE 

The best way to recommend anyone to him is to talk 
ill of that person. He apphes the same speaous varmsh 
to women who enjoy his favour He suspects the inno- 
cent among them Virtue, m the fair sex, is an infirmity 
He is always m a hurry over his idylls Modesty is 
only found m the badly made. Chastity e.xists perhaps 
m the torpid who have no temperament. It ought to 
be treated, hke anaemia or tuberculosis 
He disbeheves m dismterested love 
" I am never in a hurry,” he confides to me one mommg 
after a demonstration of his prowess, “ to hand the justly 
earned reward to the divine creature I haygj,.?lwa5^ 
noticed that the result of domg so is to call to mmd a 
sick aunt, from whom her exemplary niece cannot bear 
to be longer absent Then the cage must be opened and 
off flies the bird with its purse damtily lined, hke the 
sparrow with a crumb in its beak ” 

* * ♦ ♦ * 

THE SCIENCE OF LOVE 

In love, only one thin g counts * the rest is mere 
hterary gush The really great lovers are those women 
who are best at that And contrary to what is wntten 
m books, much experience is essential : noiices are 
hopeless The science of love demands dehcacy, perse- 
verance, and practice, like the piano 

" To confound love with youth is a great absurdit}’^ 
Youth is drunk with itself All the world is a mirror to 
it Now love IS a science where great erudition and 
great apphcation is needed Before the age of fift}’, kt 
no man talk of love Among women some of the elect 
possess the art when they are about forty. 
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*' How man}' charming httle birds, fascmated by the 
flashing crown of tlic Academy, have not come fluttering 
at me, like larks at an old owl ! Well, my dear chfld, 
these gaud}' passages have alwa} s ended m the air The 
silly baggages’ loir e was three parts vanity They could 
never have their fill of autographs or of editions de luxe 
They v anted to show themselves all over the place with 
me, at restaurants and theatres They let me m for 
stormy scenes with Madame They were mtolerable 
They only w anted to talk hterature ' But hterature 
IS my ]ob, my httle sweet • It's what I’ve been domg 
for forty years ! Down with hterature, and long hve 
love ! ’ 

" Ej^eiything m this dehghtful realm, you see, is 
prejudice ' There is no more cuttmg insult than to say 
of a woman * ‘ She is a professional ' And yet what a 
marvellous eulogy ! To follow the profession of love 1 

You did not know httle S She used to come here 

of a morning to do copymg, or I would send her to the 
Bibhotheque Nationale She was not very attractive, 
but she was young and ambitious It was before your 
day And I let myself be caught by her youth Heavens 
above, what a Calvary ! I asked for her heart she 
offered me her collaboration ' Oh, to have my name 
on a title-page with yours ! ' That, it seemed, was the 
apex of her Cythera And then she wanted me to go and 
be photographed ivith her ' We were to pose m a group 
with my arm round her I, in the uniform of an Immor- 
tal, with sword and cocked hat- And Thais on the 
table. She, m a simple httle frock with a garland of 
roses For a whole fortmght she could talk of nothmg 
else It ivas madness • I explamed to her that it was 
contrary to the statutes of the Academic Franfaise , that 
it constituted a formal ground for expulsion , that two of 
our colleagues, Fureti&res and the Abb6 de Samt-Pierre 
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had been ignommiously turned out for havmg been 
photographed with then lady friends, at a fair She 
said to me : 

About the abbe of course, that was quite nght 
Darlmg, I don’t want to cause you trouble I know 
how to keep m my proper place ’ 

“ Her stupidity was divme 

“ Some days afterwards she brought me a photograph 
that she had unearthed m a bookshop near the Th^§.tre 
Frangais I figured m it, not as an academician, but 
with magnificent moustaches and the Legion of Honour 
I looked hke an officer She cned, wept, sighed, and 
sulked so much that I copied out a sonnet from the 
Poetries DorSs on the back of the martial portrait Of 
course I told her that I had composed it for her And 
then, as always, we quarrelled The idiot sent the 
photograph to Madame Ah, my fnend I What a 
storm ! ” 

NOTHING IN THE BUTTONHOLE 

" I haven’t worn my decoration smce the Drejdus case 
I sent it back, toge&er with Solomon Remach, when 
Zola’s name was erased from the list of the Legion of 
Honour After all, what does an author want with a 
scrap of ribbon m his buttonhole ^ If he is really knoivn, 
his works are a finer decoration than any that all the 
mmisters m the world can confer on him These dis- 
tmctions have nothing to do with hterature They are 
■just mteUigible m the case of a soldier who has per- 
formed some deed of bravery He has his uniform to 
start with The star of courage is added It is a little 
elementary, but it enables him to be recognized as a hero 
But if you stuck all the stars of heaven m the button- 
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hole of my mommg coat, would that tell the passer-by 
' This xs the autlior of Thats or of Joan of Arc ’ ? And if 
tliey know it, what need have I of the bauble ? " 

♦ ♦ » ♦ ♦ 

A POSITIVIST DEMONSTRATION 

There was a moment when he was a Positivist, to- 
gether with Lafitte But he did not keep a very respectful 
memory of the master or of the disciple He accuses that 
withered philosophy of leading, not to a knowledge of the 
beginning and the end of things, but to resignation 
He ironically descnbes the chapel m Rue Monsieur-le- 
Pnnca» ai;d the wall, shown like a rehc, and the cup of 
Clothilde de Vaux The loves of the philosopher seem to 
him ndiculous Not tliat a philosopher cannot be in love 
On the contrary. Love is the sole philosophy that does 
not lead to deception, that has an end and an aim But 
he holds that in the carnal sense — the true sense — Auguste 
Comte did not know what love is 

“ Lafitte got himself made sacnstan to the Comtist 
Chapel He explamed everything m this vast umverse 
by Auguste Comte His ecstasy bordered on delinum 
One day he was actmg as gmde to a charmmg young lady 
at Versailles He showed her the town and the palace, 
accordmg to the Positivist gospel — that is to say, at 
great length Lafitte was a pecuharly discursive Positiv- 
ist And thus he took the fair mqinrer along a pretty 
busy street, to a certam square close to the Tennis 
Court It was there, if one nught beheve him, that the 
French Revolution began ‘ There,' said he, showmg the 
wall, on which some httle scamp from the neighbounng 
school had scrawled a remarkably naughty drawmg, 

‘ there is the explanation of the entire catastrophe of 
the monarchy’ And his insistent stick pointed, for 





THE RAM IN THE CONVENT 127 

bore and still bear, as you see, the sacred stigmata I 
plucked this one m a bazaar kept by the nuns They 
assured me of its authenticity and I do not doubt it, for 
the legend is beautiful Between ourselves, the ' gift 
may be dangerous How you would curse your old 
master if he brought you back a tahsman that over- 
came the temptations of the flesh ! Be reassured, then, 
for I have worn it on my heart, or m my pocket-book, 
all the way from Perugia, and the Franciscan rose has 
not worked It is moffensive I think even that it may 
— But you wiU see You will teU me what the results 
are Perhaps I was wrong to give you St Francis’ 
rose , for is not the rose of youth yours already ? ” 

• • 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

THE RAM IN THE CONVENT 

" What astonishes me is that I was not sold m the 
same bazaar some hairs of the wolf of Gubbio, or a httle 
bunch of feathers from the wdd doves that St Francis 
tamed, or even some yards of flannel made from the 
wool of the lamb he saved from the slaughter-house m 
memory of the Lamb of God, who wiped away the sms 
of the world These Ftorettt of St Francis are httle 
fables They exhale an mgenuous roguishness that often 
rerrunds me of our own La Fontame I sometimes ttunk 
I should like to write an epilogue to these legends The 
bad wolf of Gubbio, you know, died of old age, and his 
end was very edif3ung He used to go mto the houses, 
domg no harm to any one, and gnaw bones that people 
threw to him and to the dogs under the table No one 
was afraid of him, not even httle children, who used to 
get dehghtedly on tus back For St Francis’ sake, I 
think, the inhabitants regretted hi m As for the lamb, 
he was put en pension, if I am nght, with the sisters of 
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Saint Clara Out of consideration for the saint, he ^as 
admitted to the nunnery, although of male sex The 
legend does not speak of a ewe lamb, but of a lamb 
simply. He was infimtely petted, like Vert-Vert, m Les 
V^s^tand^nes ^ As long as he was small the sisters would 
dispute which of them should make room for him at mght 
m her celL But he grew up, my fnend He lost his 
baptismal innocence, even as you and I The lamb 
gave place to a ram, a beast with horns hke the devil, 
full of lewdness and obstmacy. The ram became mtoler- 
able to the convent He ate the rose-bushes in the 
cloisters — ^rose-bushes from a cuttmg of the famous rose- 
bush with the stigmata. He did many other things that 
I cannot teU you, for they were the reverse of e4^fying 
Thmgs came to such a pass that the sisters were forced 
to go to the woK of Gubbio and beg him to become a 
bad wolf agam, for the sake of their holy order That 
IS how it came about, my fnend, that the pious wolf of 
Gubbio gobbled up St Francis’ lamb, that had become 
a ram ” 


^ if 

THE ACADEMY WITH THE CUPOLA 

" Why does the Repubhc tolerate such an mstitution ^ 
It is an association of reactionanes The Revolution 
suppressed it When the Institute was founded, Bona- 
parte would not hear of it Then Lucien was got to 
mtervene He yielded, but changed the name , and the 
Academie Fran^aise became ‘ The Class for Language 
and Literature ’ It was an academy of the second 
class, because the first was that of which the wctonous 
engineer was a member But the Restoration gave back 

^ The eighteenth-centuiy comic opera by Picard and De^^- 
cnne — J P. 
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her pnmacy to the daughter of the great cardinal To- 
day it IS an impenum m tmperw We have the Chamber, 
the Senate, and the Academy The Chamber, elected 
by umversal suffrage, is the antechamber of the Senate 
and the Academy The Forty are extremely adroit m 
the admission of pohticians to their ranks It is a vital 
question for them If they displayed as much mdustry 
and gemus m their works as they do m certam elections, 
the ages of Augustus and Loms XIV would pale before 
my own A man has been eveiythmg — deputy, senator, 
minister, President of the Repubhc — but he stiU has 
somethmg more to get the Acadetmcian’s chan After 
the chan there is nothmg to come but the cof&n it is 
the top notch And that supreme ambition puts all the 
wheels of the Constitution out of gear Think of the 
reactionary atmosphere that those supposed friends of 
the people breathe m the old chapel at the end of the Pont 
des Arts I There are prelates, and squnes, and generals 
there — all enenues of the repubhcan state, yet they enjoy 
ofiBicial prestige They inhabit a state palace They 
wear a uniform, a ndiculous one, it’s true They are so 
nch ! There is no old maid but leaves her dividends, 
parrots, canaries and tom-cats to the Academy The 
Academy distributes yearly innumerable prizes and, 
what IS much more valuable, dispenses a ventable budget 
without any control The greater part of the money 
goes to rehgous congregations, to disloyal associations, 
to nght-mmded authors — that’s to say authors without 
any mmd I The Cupola is the headquarters of a sort of 
hterary and moral corruption agency How can it be 
attacked ? It is mvulnerable Our most illustnous 
pohticians will commit any baseness to be admitted mto 
the learned body 

" Perhaps there might be a means of succeeding 
G B who IS m the Council of State, suggested a legal 

I 
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expedient to me Like all Jews, G B is very specious 

‘ We must,’ lie said, ‘ strike at the Academy through its 
funds ’ We have, it seems, the entire a dminis tration of 
our finances and we enjoy a sort of budgetary autonomy 
There is no control - We manage our fortune without 

accounting to anyone In his rabbmical way G B 

said to me ‘ That is monstrous i That is unheard of ! 
That IS illegal > ’ I don’t know why he is so incensed 
agamst the great cardmal’s daughter, but anyway he is 
highly mcensed In aU the other admimstrations, he 
remarks, the control of the State is imposed on finance 
For example . funds paid mto court, and annmty offices 
are so controlled It must be msisted that henceforth 
no sum should be paid to the Academy or by thf Academy 
ivithout authority from the mmister of finance At first 
everythmg would go as smoothly as possible The velvet 
glove alone would be visible The mterest of the illus- 
trious society itself, its glory, its prestige, or some other 
wheedhng nonsense would serve as a pretext If the 
Academy kicked, pressure could be put on it by a revolu- 
tionary motion m Parhament Why should the Academy 
be preserved, smce the rehgious associations have been 
suppressed ^ What need is there for it m a democracy ^ 
Then it could be driven from the buildmgs it occupies 
It was Napoleon who gave them to it The College of the 
Four Nations was not his to give He had not inherited 
it from his uncle the archdeacon of Ajaccio Can you 
imagme the Academy without its Cupola ? WTfiy, it 
would be like a sausage without mustard ! The mere 
threat of expulsion would make it concihatory It 
would resign itself to the fonnahty of presentmg accounts 
Then another gentle push would be made Since the 
State undertook the accountancy of the Immortals’ 
finances and the treasury issued the receipts, it would 
only be proper that the fimds themselves should be paid 
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to the State What nsk would they run ? Then — 
victory ! It would amount to confiscation ! And there 
would be the Academy as poor as a church mouse ' 
\\dien it no longer had money or cupola or chairs, what 
the dickens would it become ? ” 

♦ * * ♦ ♦ 

THE PROFESSION OF DYING 

“ The profession of arms was not held by the ancients 
m such honour as people would have us think Remem- 
ber Horace’s ode to Iccius, who deserted philosophy to 
become a soldier ” 

France jecites the ode, and comments on it 

“ ‘ What 1 You turn eyes of longmg on the rich 
treasures of the Arabians ! You forge chams for the war- 
Uke Parthians ! What barbanan girl will become the 
slave of her lover’s slayer ? What young Indian, tramed 
by his father to shoot with the bow, wiH have the honour 
to serve you as cup-bearer, with his lovely perfumed 
hair ? Let the Tiber turn agam towards its source rather 
than you should desert the school of Socrates for that of 
Mars ' ' 

” What does that mean m plam language ? That a 
soldier’s profession is the vilest of professions, imworthy 
of a philosopher’s bram , and that if a decent man 
becomes a soldier, it is m the hope of piUage There is 
no patriotism whatever m it, but the thirst for nches 
and hcentiousness The young slave and the young 
Indian with the lovely hair, those are the noble laurels 
that tempt the warlike philosopher The same ideas, 
moreover, were current m France of old ' The grand 
name of soldier,’ says Comedle , but he forgets the 
unworthy etymology of the word, which means a paid 
man, and one badly paid too Our old histonans found 
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no words too vile to designate this generous profession 
‘ Lackey, footman, prowler,' says Monstrelet ' Hirehng, 
plunderer, waster,' says Froissart It is only m our 
times- that we have made the profession of dying the 
first of all We have created a new cnme, the cnme of 
anti-mihtansm In France of old no one thought it 
scandalous to cry ‘ Down with war ! ' Only one caste 
m the nation was warhke In the moment of danger that 
caste took the lead of bands of mercenanes, like lost 
children, who fought without well knowmg why or against 
whom In time of peace men were grateful to the 
warrior caste and as a guarantee against war tolerated 
the nobles' pnde and their immumties and pn-^oleges 
But they were held mcapable of doing anjdhiqg else but 
fight The artisan worked The merchant traded The 
magistrate judged The pnest prayed, and the noble 
had his courage It would have seemed ndiculous for 
a coimter-jumper to want to be a soldier A character- 
istic mcident is related m the Memoirs of Arnaud d'An- 
dilly Bemg m command of a camp, he perceived an 
of&cer's servant helpmg some soldiers to construct a 
fort He fell on the man and beat him ‘ You msolent, 
forward feUow i ’ he cned ‘ You think to do a soldier’s 
work ! Soldiery is the profession of pnnces ' The king 
IS the first soldier of his kmgdom You have not for- 
gotten the taunts levelled against Boileau and Racme, 
the King’s historiographers They arrived at the pre- 
cise moment to find the battle won and the campaign 
over But they got out of it by their -wittiasms What, 
were men of letters to be taken for men at arms ? Mih- 
tary equahty is one of the conquests of the great Revolu- 
tion There are nowada)^ as many heroes as Frenchmen 
No one need be of a good family to be killed now He 
who kicks at dymg is no good Frenchman 1 ” 
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AN IRRESISTIBLE ARGUMENT 

" Don Quixote was plagiarized by Quevedo, who 
made a sort of pious tale out of it The Knight of the 
Melancholy Countenance became the Knight of the 
Immaculate Conception Some of the episodes are irre- 
sistibly funny Sancho one day sees a Moorish woman 
In his heart he commits adultery with her He sighs 
' Would to heaven that all the bugs m my bed were 
changed mto creatures hke her ! ' We are m Spam, a 
country infested ivith bugs I know somethmg about 
it I have been there Sancho’s outburst saddens the 
Kmght of the Melancholy Countenance and of the Immacu- 
late Conception He pitches mto his squire ‘ What ' ’ 
cnes Hh, '•your blasphemy is enough to brmg down fire 
from heaven upon your head ! It is true, your wife is a 
toothless, hairless old crone She is blear-eyed and 
mcapable of arousmg passion But she is a Christian ! 
Whereas that fair Moor has not been baptized 1 Do 
you comprehend the difference ? ” 

♦ ♦ ♦ * * 

THE MADMAN FROM MARSEILLES 

Josephme had let in a madman He throws himself 
at Anatole France's feet and floods his shppers with 
tears He sobs " I am from Marseilles I was a 
cobbler, when the truth appeared to me I Then I sold 
my busmess and have abandoned my wife and children 
to pursue the truth I have brought you a Constitution 
which will assure happmess to the peoples , for you 
are a fnend of humanity — a true fnend 1 ” So sa5ung 
he draws from his pocket a manuscript and a revolver 
Anatole France attempts to soothe him "Be calm, 
my fnend,” says he, " and speak low The enemies of 
humanity are on the watch ” '* Ah, yes 1 ” sighs the 
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ulsEhles, “ vrell I leiow it. I have barely sacceeced in 
throTring them on my track They tried to ceraii the 
express from ifaraeiiles They brfDed cab-cnvers to 
rtm me domn. But I have fonnd yon ! Yon Icve 
humanity. Here is my book.” 

France takes the roli of manuscript, unfolds it, turns the 
pages Then, slapping his thigh, he cries : " I have been 
vraitingforyou. Ihavebeenvraitingforyon my friend 
And he embraces the madman in his arms Butmean*^hile 
he manages to abstract the pistoL " You have vrritten 
vrhat I thon^t but dared not vnite. Nov* I can die in 
peacel This must be publishedfor the benent of human- 
ity.' " Yes, VcS,” repeats the madman, vreeping like a 
vraterspout- " Take a cab,” continues Anatole Stance 

"and before the rabbleknovr that you are here, go to F 

the puhlisher. I vrould oner to go vrith you, but I am 
too vTcil knoTm. I vriil give you a letter. Ke vrill pubhsh 
your book I promise you. Adirn, philcscpher I Sneed 

and pmcence I Straight, to F 1 He scrfobles 

some words cn a card. " I am fastening the envelope, 
TO avoid possfole indiscreticn. Dcn't lose the letter I 
The man from Marseilles gos o5 with his consdrudcn 
and letter of introductiGn. 

“ Onf ’ says France " that vas a near thing ” 
"ili^t I ask yon, my dear blaster, what you have 
written ? 

“ I wrote : ‘ Here is a furtons maniac. Telephone to 
the nearest asylum and keep hirn amused tiii they bring 
the strait-waistccat.' ” 

* # * A * 


A szlOLIDAY 

One Saturday after lunch Anatole France refuss to 
go to the room upstairs 
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" To-day,” he annovinces, " I am gomg to take a 
holiday, I thoroughly deserve it ” 

Madame makes a face 

"You are as lazy as a schoolboy Come 1 A httle 
courage I wdl show you the example ” 

“No, I have deaded to go this afternoon to my fnend 
Pronto at the pnnt-shop I have written to him and he 
expects me He is such a good fellow that I wouldn’t 
disappoint him for all the world Go to the workroom 
if you feel like it As for me, I am ofi to the Rue de 
Seme, to look through some boxes of pnnts You have 
told me that I am like a child you see I must have 
pictures ” 

" Bjit to-morrow is Sunday and a day of rest ” 

“ I know A day of rest and a reception day A 
swarm of pngs will mvade your drawmg-room and 
madden us with their chatter Another Sunday lost 1 
No, no, no, no ! I won’t write a hne to-day, I solemnly 
swear I have dedicated my afternoon to my old friend 
Pronto and I shall keep word Madame, I kiss your 
hand Are you coming, Brousson ^ ” 

Madame changes her tactics Smiles pervade her 
face Her voice grows soft, and she says m honeyed 
tones 

“ Very well then Smce it is impossible to get you to 
work, I wdl come with you " 

“ No, no ! I could not be so cruel as to accept such a 
sacrifice Your health is too preaous to me It’s too 
hot Stay and rest, I beg you I should hate com- 
peUmg you to walk Brousson and I will ]ust pay a 
flymg visit to Proutd, and be back for supper ” 

Behind Madame’s back M Bergeret winks and pomts 
at me like an urchin settmg ofi on a lark 
But she does not give in 

“ How keen you are about this old prmt-shop, to be 
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sure ! Are you really going to the Rue de Seme, I won- 
der ? I suspect you are plottmg some prank with your 
fine secretary Well, well, I propose to stick to you, so 
we shall see ” 

" That will indeed be dehghtful,” responds Anatole 
France m a voice like a funeral sermon " I should not 
have ventured to ask you to come ” 

We start out It is very hot M Bergeret’s hopes 
are fi:xed on the temperature He suggests that Madame 
should drive 

“ I cannot bear, dear fnend, to see you on foot m 
this furnace Take this cab, and let us meet there 
Myself I am m need of a walk, to set my digestion right 
I feel thoroughly torpid I must have exerase ” „ 

" So must I,” rephes she, hookmg her arm into the 
Master’s 

He makes one last effort to escape 
“ The fact is that Brousson and I want to have a long 
talk on a subject that I know is specially bormg to you 
Joan of Arc ” 

“ Talk of what you like, please I shall not say a 
word ” 

“ What I fear,” sighs France m tones of contrition, 
" IS that we are not m sympathy ” 

“ Don’t talk such rubbish, and open my parasol ” 

We obey like recrmts bemg gone for by the corporal 
But M Bergeret elects to go by the most capnaous route 
imagmable He avoids the shade He chooses the 
longest and hottest way You would think he wanted to 
exhaust the lady on her rickety high Loms XV heels He 

spies an old curiosity shop, or a bookseller’s — and dashes 
off to it, leavmg her on the scorchmg asphalt and takmg her 
parasol with him to inspect some treasure in the wmdow 
“ It’s nothmg of interest,” he announces m the most 
innocent way as he comes back 
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Till*; mimrinro repeated a score of times He sees 
n piitn. -cool, s m pas'^nig and breaks into an ecstasy over 
Inins and crcam-cnk<s 

" Ah, how cldiaoiis those cakes look ! I declare they 
make nn mouth water ’ 

*' \^hy. w'c ln\c just got up from table 1” 

** Anti wlnt of that ’ ” 

*' A good deal, I should say To see you rolling your 
c\cs at tho<^i wretched pastnes— you can see that it is a 
'^hop of the lowest class— a mere baker’s veneered over 
— one might think >ou had had nothing to cat It is 
an insult to m% lundicon ! " 

'* You don’t like the look of the cakes ? Very wdl 
then» They arc too simple for your taste ? Quite nght 
Goddesses, who are nounshed on nectar and ambrosia, 
must find carthl} food commonplace But here is a cafe 
Perhaps an ice would find favour in your eyes ? ” 

" I don't want any more of your suggestions This 
sun 15 hot enough to cook a dinner by You fed impelled 
to go and look at cngravnngs and drawings You want 
to make tins singular pilgrimage on foot, so as to talk 

about Joan of Arc with your secretary from Gascony ” 

" From Languedoc " 

" Languedoc or Gascony — it’s all one I am so foolish 
as to take your nonsense seriously And not content with 
v\asting your own time, you must make me waste time 
Give me the parasol You don’t even know how to 
hold It ' ” 

Tlicn France turns to me 

" In October 1428 the situation of Orleans was by no 
means so desperate as it is painted by the majonty of 
histonans, who are partisans of the Maid’s miracle 
For two good hours, from the Avenue de la Grande 
Arm^e to the Rue de Seme, in the midst of the tumult of 
carnages and omnibuses, the Master delivers a ventable 
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lecture on the situation of France in the year when 
Joan, the little shepherdess of Domrdmy, had her visions 
From time to time he stops m the middle of a crossing 
to quote some specially decisive text He calls to witness 
pubhc opinion in general and Madame m particular 
Madame entrenches herself in sulky silence She marches 
with mihtary strides Her high heels nng on the pave- 
ment and she brandishes her parasol hke a pike She 
is a picture of the goddess of w-ar 
At last we readi Proute’s Calm seems to return m 
the cool dimness of the shop 
But as Madame is very short-sighted and likes to pass 
for having excellent vision, he amuses himself by showing 
her dra\vmgs the WTong way up c • 

“ What do you thmk of this httle Natoire ? " 

" Delicious ' ” 

" Do you think it is genmne ^ ” 

“ Of course ! Look at the misty background ’* 

“ True But you w'ould see it much better if you 
looked at it the other way you are holding it upside 
doivn '' 


THE LEATHER FAN 

He has asked Madame to buy him a fan made out of 
leather Madame is completely stupefied 

“ A fan made out of leather ^ WTiere, I should hke to 
know^, am I to find such a thmg ^ They were in use 
under Loms Phihppe, m the good old days of your grand- 
mother ” 

“ I doubt if my grandmother used a fan She was a 
sort of vivandi&re ” 

“ But why leather ? ” 

“ Because one can write upon it ” 



139 


THE LEATHER FAN 

" Wnte what ? ” 

" Verses ” 

“ You want to write verses upon fans ? ” 

“ Upon a fan I’m not proposing to make it my 
profession ” 

“ That’s a pity You rmght perhaps earn a hvehhood 
And who is this umque fan for ? A lady, I suppose ? ” 

“ Naturally You would not like me to compose verses 
and write them out with my own hand for a man ” 

" Really now, I mght prefer it And is the lady of 
the fan young ? At least does she look young ? Is this 
leather fan her idea ? She must be fresh from the country 
and be eager to go back with her trophy She wiU have a 
gre^ success at the ball at the sub-prefecture ! She will 
bear aloft your fan, and your verses and signature will 
be her standard Really, can anyone be such an innocent 
as you ? You have the reputation of bemg the subtlest 
writer of your time and, it must be confessed, with pen 
m hand you do come up to your reputation But m hfe 
your conduct is that of a school-boy Your mgenuous- 
ness is so starthng as to be positively laughable The 
first skirt you see can twist you round her finger I 
should like to know your lady of the fan I ” 

" She is one of your fnends ” 

" A friend of mme — ^mme ^ No, no, no I know how 
to choose my fnends They are neither ridiculous nor 
tiresome Can you imagme me running round the shops 
huntmg for a leather fan ? ‘ A leather fan, madam ^ 

For what object ? ’ ‘ For Monsieur Anatole France of 
the Acadfemie Frangaise to wnte a testimony of his ardour 
for some blue-stockmg or other he is smitten with ! ’ 
Cover yourself with ndicule if you like But I shall not 
buy tins leather fan ” 

" Very well I will go myself ” 

" You’ll go Oh, yes I You will commit any sort of 
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absurdit}^ You will pay whatever you arc asked for tlie 
disgusting object ' A hundred francs ^ Here they are ! ' 
Oh, I knoiv 3 'ou It’s not even as if this coquette would 
even reward you for your expenditure ' She is sirapl}^ 
some creature bitten with tlie collecting mania Do 
you know what she Nvill do with your leather fan ^ She 
will use it tw'o or three times and then sell it to an auto- 
graph hunter to put in his collection as cMdence of your 
silly amorousness ! I can picture your fan in Barthou’s 
possession Where arc you off to, pray ^ ” 

" To Dussossoy in the Avenue de I'Opcra to buy the 
leather fan that is upsetting j^our charming temper " 

" Stop I’ll come with you You w ould never manage 
It alone Besides, my little Louis XV fan wth thp mother 
of pearl needs to be repaired Perhaps we might exchange 
it for another Dussossoy always has a good selection 
I am not one of tliose w'omen w’ho arc content with 
leather fans ” 


KNEES MILITARY AND MODEST 

“ Yesterday I had a really mortifying mishap It 
began so promisingly, too I will tell you all about it 
Maybe my confession will ivipe away my fatuousness 

" I was dinmg wth tlie X ’s One of their grand 

dinner parties I had the place of honour, on the nght 
of the lady of the house She is a lady of a certain age 
but pleasmgly plump — a npe autumn fnut Eatmg, w^e 
talk , and talking, I suddenly feel under the table a 
pressure agamst my knee I am hterally galvanized, for 
my hostess passes for bemg a lady of the strictest virtue 
Eh, said I to myself, that was a sly move I And I pursue 
the conversation, somewhat disturbed Agam 1 A re- 
newed pressure 1 What would you have done m my 
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place ? True, I am no Adorns But neither is the lady 
a Venus I am no longer m my first youth, you’U say 
But she must be roundabout fifty ! And thinV of her 
virtue ! So much the more reason for it As some one 
or other has said ‘ Every good woman occasionally 
tires of her trade ’ Then why should she not take a rest 
from her virtue m my company ? I am still brisk. I 
am discreet, and more or less at hberty A fresh pressure ! 
This tune absolutely defimte It is no longer a sly move 
it's an mvitation It is a command ' What would you 
have done m my place ? I reply warmly In imagma- 
tion I admire the impassive lady’s knees I fondle them 
They must, I feel sure, be supple, with smooth skm and 
the most seductive dimples Do these appealmg knees 
turn m or turn out? There are the two styles, you 
know For m5rself, I confess, I mdme towards those 
that turn mwards They speak to me of mdefinable 
modesty, of mystenous shy refinement, of concentrated 
voluptuousness The knee turned mwards attracts me 
the other dulls me Some one, I forget who, but a 
man of real judgment, has well defined them The one 
he calls ‘ the Imee mihtary,’ and the other ' the knee 
modest,' 

" This problem then absorbs me has my neighbour the 
knee military, or the knee modest Mme is martial and 
mystic by turn I have the impression that we are m akmg 
progress, and some anxiety lest my pleasure become too 
obvious Perhaps you thmk these details needless and 
vulgar ? In this deplorable age we excel m debasmg the 
most estimable practices People say contemptuously 
‘ He — or she — ^made advances with his foot — or with hei 
knee ’ But is that not the highest expression of love ? 
We treat the fair one whom we adore, and from whom we 
hope for happmess, as a divmity To pray to God is to 
make advances with your knee to God — to go on your 
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bare, then sticks nicknames on them and dresses them 
up to his own taste Thenceforth they carry their fools’ 
caps to etermty It is impossible to behold them after- 
wards \vithout laughmg They look as if they had 
escaped from the Htstoire Contemporaine 

One of the queerest figures m the collection is the 

General de V He is still young He resigned at 

the time of the affair of the mventones 1 He is the type 
of comic opera hero conquermg blonde moustaches, a 
bit touched up, and on his pate a network of hair, arranged 
hke a cobweb And his voice • It is the voice of the 
word of command In a small qmet Pans drawmg-room, 
encumbered with furmture and wadded with carpets and 
hangmgs, he trumpets forth commonplaces as ttiough he 
were on horseback m battle array 

Good General de V has a mamageable daughter 

Mademoiselle Solange forms an mexhaustible source of 
speaous questions for Anatole France Solange is as fair 
as the day ! As discreet as the mght 1 She excels m 
everythmg pla3nng the piano and making jam She 
embroiders like a fairy ! Rides like the Queen of the 
Amazons 1 And she is rehgious She is a pearl She is 
a lily “ And Solange doesn’t get mamed ! It’s the 
fault of the Repubhc, by G — d, sir i ” Solange has no 
dowry 

General de V was for a long time m the colomes 

He brought back fever with him But he has got nd 
of it by the daily practice of gymnastics Where every- 
thmg else failed — qumme, doctors, syrups, pills, flannel 
belta — g5Tnnastics have done marvels ! A particular 
system of g5Tnnastics for there are g3minastics and 
g3Timastics 

Anatole France bnngs out his most sugary voice 

^ The consequence of the Law of Separation passed by the 
Combes Ministry 
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*' General,'' he implores, " my digestive apparatus is 
scnouslj' deranged " 

" It’s j^our ovTi fault You should do gymnastics ” 

" Yes, but at my age, trapezes and nngs and honzontal 
bars ! " 

" There’s no question of exhibitions hke that, but of 
rational gymnastics ! Every morning for a quarter of an 
hour ” 

" A quarter of an hour every morning — but where ? ” 

" In 3’our bedroom vhen you get up ” 

*' In your shirt ? ” 

'* I should ]ust think so Sunday best is not for that ! 
The muscles must be at their ease Would you hke a 
demonstrntion ? ” 

" My dear General, I shouldn’t have ventured to ask 
you ” 

" First of all the exercise of * the sloughi ’ 1 For five 
minutes you run round the room like this on all fours 
You follow ? ” 

" Not very yseU " 

" I shall begin again then You must go qmck , as 
quick as a hound after a hare Then for another five 
minutes, you do ‘ the pony ' you ]ump over the chairs 
and prance 1 To end up with, you do ' the dead man 

" That sounds easy " 

" Less so than you think, my dear France Look here 
You he on your back on the floor As if you were floatmg, 
see ? " 

The General illustrates by stretdung himself flat on 
the floor 

" You stretch your arms out ” 

” Like Jesus on the cross ? " 

" Like Jesus, if you like I am not fond of such 
profane comparisons You are mcomgible, m spite of 
^ An African greyhound — J P 
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your genius Then you hft your legs, slowly, httle by httle 
No more stomach-aches, my dear fellow > Not a smgle 
stomach-ache afterwards f You can send the doctor 
and aH his nostrums to the dickens If you do that every 
mommg for a quarter of an hour, you will grow twenty 
years younger ” 

“ Oho,” says France, " that seems worth while ” 

” You will have the stomach of a child ” 

" Well, let’s say of a lad ” 

“ Just look at mme ” 

The General has got up agam He drums proudly on 
his abdomen 

“Not the shghtest wrinkle ! Not the least fat > A 
stomach of twenty, and I am sixty-three I Evejy ccie at 
home does the exerases m the mommg, even Solange 
Ah yes, if you could only see her . J ” 

* ♦ + * ♦ 

A COMPOSITE PORTRAIT 

Not a day passes but a pamter from the Old World 
or the New turns up at the ViQa Said with his parapher- 
naha In vam Josephme shuts the door on them The 
artist impacks on the front steps, fixes his easel m the 
middle of the path and smokes his pipe philosophically 
squattmg on his camp-stool He is a man of patience 
He will catch the Master as he comes out It is likewise 
with photographers 

Ordmanly the Master is accessible to artists He 
complams of their importumty, but 5aelds to it 

“ Why should I be pamted agam ? The time for that 
IS past ' I am white-haired and wrinkled Ah, if only 
I were still young ! But I am over sixty I am no longer 
an Antmous I Yes, I know You want my portrait 
for its historical value, to preseri'^e for posterity Pamt 
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some one a bit better looking for posterity then, and not 
a poor quavering, shaky old fellow Praxiteles took 
the loveliest maids of Greece as models for his Venus 
Tliat’s what you should do for your Anatole France 
Choose tlie finest men Take the figure of one, the calf 
of another, the features of a third Crown the whole 
Mith abundant curly locks, the colour of hyaemth I 
am not ver}>' sure uhat tlie colour of hyaanth is But I 
have read in authors of antiquity that it was highly re- 
puted i\nd under all these marvels write ' Anatole 
France ’ Tlien it wll have a fine effect on our great- 
nephevs and, still more, on our great meces They 
Mon’t read my rubbish But when they look at the 
composite image they will sigh , ' He was some lad, old 
Anatole ’ " 


* <I * f! * 

THE SUFFERING MODEL 

The hard thing for an artist is to get him to sit Once 
this IS accomphshed the Master is as amenable as a 
child All his complaints notwithstandmg, he never 
thinks there are enough portraits of himself He gives 
himself endless trouble and wiU upset his house and his 
habits and his programme to facihtate the pamter’s task 

“ Where do you ^vlsh me to sit ? Do you hke this 
place ? What about my dressmg-gown ? Will it fit m 
^vllh your colour scheme ? No ? Too neutral ’ You 
are quite nght I will change it And my cap ^ Is it 
bright enough ^ I have a whole senes of them Choose 
yourself I will put on whichever one you like I am 
entirely at your service ” 

And it IS true , pamters do what they will with him. 
They put him in an armchair, against the hght, and profile, 
for he IS much better lookmg profile, and he knows it 
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They pile huge fohos on his stomach so that the poor 
great man could not read a Ime They forbid him to 
cross his legs and to turn his head But what they cannot 
do IS to prevent his talkmg At the end of the sittmg 
Anatole France stretches himself He sighs, and generally 
says 

“ Man IS a model of suffering ” 

He looks at the canvas He is rarely satisfied, but 
conceals his discontent He overwhelms the pamter 
with portentous comphments He is an Apelles ' A 
Rubens ' A Michelangelo ' Thanks to him Anatole 
France iviU brave the waters of obhvion His books 
will pass, but the portrait iviU hve eternally He 
embraces the pamter with effusion «- ‘ 

The artist has hardly gone doivn the staircase when * 
"'What a dauber i Happily we are not compelled to 
look like our portraits ! " 

* * # # ♦ 

MULTIPLICA TION 

” I unearthed this httle Leda from an antique shop on 
the Embankment She is ravishmg Wouldn’t you hke 
to be in the swan’s place ^ There is a ceiffain softness m 
the paintmg Perhaps it is of the school of Boucher 
In any case the httle picture is truly voluptuous I was 
canymg off, clasped to my heart, the wife of Tyndareus 
whom Jupiter cuckolded — and a great honour it was for 

the husband as well as for the wife — ^when up came T 

the celebrated Jevush cuno dealer I was so innocent as 
to show him my acqmsition ‘ It is a good thmg,' he 
declared after sniffing my Leda up and down as if it were 
a sample of cloth Then he asked 

How much did you give for that woman with the 
goose ? ’ 
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It's not a goose , it's a swan ' 

No matter. Wiat did you get it for ? ' 

" ' Two hundred francs ’ 

" ' So much the worse for you ' 

Why, was two hundred francs too dear ? ’ 

" ' No certainly not But you would have done much 
better to pay ten thousand for your little canvas Nowa- 
days you alw'ays get double You would have sold it 
again for tw cnty thousand instead of four hundred That 
would have been a good day's work for you' 

'■ ' But I don’t buy pictures to sell them agam ' 

“ ' Then why do you go buying second-hand things ? ' 
" I did not know what to answer him You might as 
well Vry to explam love and its passions to a eunuch slave- 
dealer " 


* ♦ * » » 

THE KISS TO THE LEPER 

This morning, Wednesday, being reception day, I had 
a slight mishap Whether it was the cold, or what, I do 
not know, but I was taken faint dunng the reception 
It only lasted a short time and a few drops of rum set 
me nght I thought no more about it, when, after the 
departure of his admirers, the Master inqmred after my 
health 

" You swooned away, my child, like Esther before 
Ahasuerus Whence came your emotion, pray ? Was it 
the result of some little debauch last night ? ” 

" No Last night I went to bed very early with a 
maid ” 

" With a maid ? ” 

" Yes Your Maid Joan of Arc ” 

“ It was not she who put you in such a state Are 
you subject to this weakness ? " 
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" It is the first time it has happened to me or, to be 
quite frank, the second I fainted once at school on 
Easter day while the deacons and the sub-deacons v.ere 
chanting the Passion Suddenly* everj'thmg turned 
round me and I heard no more Jesus, Barabbas, and Judas, 
but feU to the ground daspmg my laurel branch ” 

" "S^Tiat rare piety ' You had your heart pierced at 
the sight of the sufferings of your God ” 

“ No Simply the service was too long and I was 
perishing of hunger. I had nothing mside me but a httle 
bit of dry bread And then the scent of the fiowering 
laurels that changed the chapel into a murmuring forest, 
went to m}^ head ” 

" Have you a good digestion ^ » 

“ Yes, I think so ” 

" I must tell 5^ou something, m}' yoimg fnend, and you, 
think what you will of it I do not hke sick people. 
Suffering is repugnant to me It is a sort of instinct. 
"When I was at Stanislas,^ there was what they call the 
Debate of St Vmcent de Paul One by one the students 
who took part in it went round attic and garret to take 
bread, meat, or medicmes to the sick lymg there. They 
profited by the good work of course to leave chaplets 
and medallions about The}’’ lectured the sick and con- 
fessed them The great idea was not to cure them but 
to prepare them for death The d3’ing man’s ’vife and 
children round his bed with gloomy looks — all that fester- 
mg decay and hypocrisy sickened me Ah, kisses for lepers 
— ^that’s not for me, I promise you And what is the 
■use of such visits to "the sick ? They are deeds of pity, 
■true, and all very well m pamtmg or m Luca della Robbia’s 
sculpture But m real life it's another thmg "When a 
man is suffering, he wants to see nobody. It is far better 

^ The ecclesiastical school where Anatole France was edu- 
cated — P. 
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not to be seen I admit the doctor, the nurse, and the 
attendant , but others are a nuisance They are either 
ghouls or hjTpocntes One of the qualities that I prize 
most in my friends and mtimates is health and gaiety 

The other day M brought me his young wife Or 

rather, he sent her to me ivith a suggestion for an illustra- 
tion She came, obediently, at the witchmg hour he 
wants a preface from me, you see Well, he won't get it 
I was cased in virtue The messenger was yoimg, attract- 
ive, resigned to everythmg but, what a complexion ! 
As white as a wmding-sheet f Not a drop of blood under 
her skm — a sort of Dame aux Camehas ! In that I am 
completely unromantic , no consumptive loves for me > 
Yes^peqple say that sufiermg ennobles There is a whole 
literature about it Suffermg disfigures, my friend, and 
we should flee from it 

"Now you are sympathetic to me You have qmck, 
lively wits, and much knowledge You are freed But 
your health has no small part m my feelmg towards you 
Up to now you have seemed to be sohdly built I trust 
your little weakness this morning ^vlU not occur agam ” 

" I trust so too But it does not depend on me 
And if it did occur agam ? ” 

“ Ah ! Then I should be much less fond of you ! ’’ 

" And if I were suddenly struck with paralysis ? ” 

" Then don’t count any more on me ! I should have 
the chanty to spare you my visits and my comparisons 
For if I did come I should say ‘ I knew a young man 
from Languedoc full of life and hvehness But this 
miserable torpid creature before me, this trembhng, 

shakmg, tmtdung thmg 1 ’ I am a faithful friend 

and I cry ‘ This is not Brousson I This is not Brousson ! 
Take away this horror ' ' ’’ 
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THE CRUELLEST OF THE GODDESSES 

" She is a woman without pity, hard towards herself 
and hard towards others We must have compassion 
on her. She is a prey to the most cruel of the divinities : 
to Chastit}* ” 

* * ♦ 

PRIMUS, SECU^'DUS, TERTIA 

“ People have made the erudition of my characters a 
subject of reproach. I have been told ' To whatever 
century they belong and whatever is their condition, be it 
Thais or CramquebiUe, they aU talk m the same way — 
the way of Renan, of Voltaire, and of yourself ' X answer * 

‘ It is the classical tradition All Corneille’s characters 
are of Corneille, all Racine's of Racme. PhMre speaks 
like Joas, Perrin, Daudm, and Petit Jean Remember 
Gii Bias’ muleteers . while rubbing down their mules 
the3’ quote Tacitus The criticism goes beyond me. It 
strikes above my head at the most illustrious French 
writers 

“ I have also been reproached with m\^ lack of imagma- 
tion Imagination is the mother of extravagance, mere 
fancy. I should like to be allowed to write novels whose 
characters were pure abstractions They should be called, 
according to the example of jurists • Primus, Secundus, 
Tertia, Quarta 

“ As regards syntax the song writer, B&anger, is far 
superior to Victor Hugo His language is much purer, 
clearer, and more French It is still the good stjde of 
the eighteenth century I will only say this to you, and 
tell it in your ear, for if it were known I should catch it 
hot : ‘ I prefer Beranger’s songs to Victor Hugo s 

odes ’ " 
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VAIN CHARITY 

He lets fly at' the female pngs who come to beg for 
autographed copies of his books for ostensibly philan- 
thropic societies 

“ This mommg Josephine let in a gawky, vam, clamor- 
ous crone, as ugly as sm and tncked out hke the Fauy 
Carabosse She had the effrontery to come mto my room 
without knockmg and thrust some book or other of mme 
mto my face hke a pistol, simpenng ‘ Dear Master ! 
Dear Master ! Please wnte a dedication, a tiny dedica- 
tion but oh, so witty, hke everythmg you do It is for a 
raffle’ 

"I.ss4d 

" ‘ I have neither pen nor ink.’ 

" But the she-ape had a stylograph Then I wrote 
C5mically on the fly-leaf 

" ' To Madame X , philanthropist Gifts to one's 

fellows, without the gift of oneself, are nothi n g 

***** 

AS STUPID AS A POET 

He is m the habit of sa 5 nng “ As stupid as a poet.” 
I ask him ‘‘ But who is your poet ? Virgil ? ” 

” Oh, no ! ” 

” Boileau ^ Racme ? ” 

” The poet of my phrase is Corneille, or Victor Hugo 
But Leconte de I’lsle was far more the poet even than 
those Ah, if you had but known him ! He really was 
past pra 5 nng for As msolent as a negro and as ignorant 
as a carp The charlatan I He had the impudence to 
translate Homer without knowing a word of Greek I ” 



154 


ANATOLE FRANCE HIMSELF 


PRIZE LISTS AND ARMORIAL FAMILIES 

It has been said in pnnt that Anatole France was the 
nephew of Monsignor Thibault, Bishop of Montpelher, 
and owed his education, hke so many others, to the 
generosity of the Church That prelate, it is suggested, 
obtamed a scholarship for his nephew at Staraslas 
“ I never heard the bishop's name mentioned If we 
had been related to him my father would undoubtedly 
have trumpeted it forth How should these gentry have 
given a scholarship to a child who gave such frail promise ^ 
My professors expected nothmg from me I should have 
liked to figure on the prize hst but I never did I knew 
it beforehand At Stamslas m my tune — I hopf' it«is no 
longer so to-day — that achievement was the triumph of 
favountism It was that which revealed to me, child 
as I was, the miquity of society and the mequahty of 
human conditions " 

" Like Jean Jacques " 

“ Don’t mock > The pnncipal object of our masters m 
the distribution of distmctions was to give a good reputa- 
tion to the place and to prove by the sonority of the names 
that it was a veritable nursery of the aristocracy Every 
sqmrehng was certain of hearing his name read out four 
or five tunes The prize list was a regular book of 
armonal famihes And what names ! Mane Hector 
Dieudonn^ Valrand de la Valrandi^re, six prizes I Yves 
Guermec du Marsey, eleven prizes 1 In short, aU the 
great-nephews of M de Pourceaugnac and the Comtesse 
d'Escarbagnas ” 

“ But Thibaut is the name of a French noble family, 
and a fine one too Thibaut de Champagne ” 

“ Little Thibaut was without honour ” 

“ He has avenged himself smce You were crowned by 
the Acaddmie Frangaise before becommg a member of it " 
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“ Yes, for Sylvestre Bonnard, my most msipid 
novel ” 

"Oh! It IS a masterpiece ” 

" If you like But a masterpiece of banality But 
let us go back from Sylvestre Bonnard to my school A 
few second-rate honours m the jousting were indeed thrown 
to the Third Estate, sons of doctors or notaries or lawyers 
— prizes for recitation, drawmg, or rehgious knowledge 
but favountism played its part even there, m the ^s- 
tnbution of the crumbs that fell from the high table ” 

C ♦ « * H" 

THE TRIUMPH OF THE OBESE 

• # 

“ It IS a strange thing, but these prizes went generally 
to fat, chubby, jovial httle boys — to those distinguished 
not by sweet temper or liveliness of wit, but by their 
rosy cheeks and placidly emphatic contours There was 
a little blond chap, whose curly hair, hke St John 
and his lamb, and wide open eyes went straight to the 
master’s heart and took possession there jUe earned 
off all the pnzes left by the aristocracy tiltmg at the 
nng What is sure is that I never won the honours 
of the pnze-hst or the favour of my masters Yet in 
those days I was athirst for fame 

Pnze-giving day was to me a day of shame Dies tra:, 
dies ilia Day of \vrath, day of dread What terror and 
what alarm 1 The thought of it still gives me the goose- 
skm First of all there was the speech to get through th' 
mdispensable parallel between the stoic Gjmcille a"- 
the tender Racine, the struggle between passion 
duty Thanks to the e.\cellent Stanislas educatir ''c 
would triumph over passion and mount on its •^’U’se 
We would all be new Polycuctes, exemplary 
embiyo electors of wortli and model taxpa\ ^ 
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Here M Bergeret delights in imitating the orator. In 
a voice of ludicrous gravity he declaims the peroration . 

" ' Children ! Young people • Enjoy the judicious 
leisure of the hohdays Repose is lawful God Himself 
rested on the sevenii. day Admire Nature But when 
m August the horizon suddenly becomes black and 
thunderstorms hold you captive at home, then open the 
parental bookcase Read Seneca ! Devour Bourdaloue > 
Rehsh Pascal * Bathe in MasiUon > ’ 

" We sucked our thumbs and listened I alwaj^ 
returned to the parental roof empty-handed save for a 
copy of the prize list and of the speech My good father 
welcomed me coldly. But my mother consoled me It 
was her merit never to despair of her child , • 

" Almost every month my professors would come to the 
house and discourage my parents In their view the 
latter’s expenditure on me was useless As well throw 
their money into the river • I should never do anything 
worth while Much best put me straight mto trade 
Away with books • AU I was good for was to tie up 
parcels and dehver goods My mother wept fountains of 
tears My father was deeply chagnned. And yet, I 
can say it to-day without fear, there was no child more 
studious than I. I passed for being slow and lazy The 
fact is that my mmd was always working I was never 
mactive for a mmute I read all the books m the shop 
— good, bad, pious, profane It was real suffering to 
me to be dragged out of my contemplative hfe I was 
Hxemely awkward and shy YTien people put ques- 
to me — ^for the matter of that, it's the same to-day 
^ sorts of contradictory ideas humed mto my mmd 
I tne ^ force myself to clarify m}'^ confused wits My 
mistakCs^^ in lettmg my masters see this laborious pro- 
cess T^,-g.j^ ha\'mg too many ideas, I seemed to have 
none If ' been cunnmg, I should have ansivered 
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anything, straightway and without correcting myself 
An excellent recipe for second, as weU as first, childhood ! 
I should have been taken for an infant prodigy It 
would have seemed that an angel had descended from 
heaven on purpose to breathe inspiration mto me But 
my begmnmgs, I recognize to-day, were smcere and 
candid At my first words people burst mto laughter, 
which hardly encouraged me to go on I felt m my 
heart that I was nght and I shut m5^elf up m dumb pnde 
Result I passed for a hopeless httle duffer 

" Some time before the baccalaurSat,^ these gentry per- 
suaded my father that I should fail m the exammation 
unless I went as a boarder Happily my excellent mother 
objefttedi Thanks to her I only tasted half of the ghastly 
joys of the boarding school, and I have preserved a horror 
of that I used to limch at school , but I hardly ate 
an5dhmg The stable-hke odour of the refectory sickened 
me The food seemed to me atrocious Was it really ? 
At home the fare was simple and dehaous eggs, but 
perfectly selected and not smelling of straw cutlets, 
but without a smeU of grease , the freshest butter and 
vegetables and fruit , hvely Anjou wme, smihng m its 
bottle — all served on a clean cloth m dishes of cheerful 
pottery As a cook my mother achieved the sublimity 
of simplicity ” 

“ The son practises, m hterature, his mother’s method ” 

“ Flatterer 1 Then judge of the contrast Imagme 
the small boy, an only child, tended till then as neatly 
as a young lady, seated at a black marble table scratched 
with the names of his predecessors It looked like the 
slab off a tombstone The plates were rough and greasy 
The spoons and forks were never properly washed And 
the battered mug, at the bottom of which the ‘ wash ' of 
wme and water deposited a homd violet chalk ! To the 
1 The examination at the close of the iUtdes second atres — J P 
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coarseness of the fare, add the commonness of the servants 
who stuck their disgustmg thumbs mto the gravy Dur- 
ing the meal a pupil droned out some devotional book 
Rolhn’s The Lives of the Saints for mstance , Only what 
IS eaten with pleasure is well digested My behef is that 
this pious stuff, swallowed with the messes given us, con- 
tributed not a httle to make me a sceptic I have never 
forgiven those evil-speakmg masters who tried to make 
a father discontented with his son ” 

Here the mockmg voice of M Bergeret becomes 
harsh 

“ A httle while after my election to the Academy, as 
I was crossmg the Place du Th4&.tre Fran 9 ais, an ancient 
ecclesiastic came towards me with hands out^effched 
‘ Let me congratulate you, my dear child,' said he with a 
qmvermg voice, and made as though to embrace me I 
flung him off violently I recognized m him the master 
who had judged me fit, m my fresh childhood, for nothmg 
but memal occupations I could not restram myself 
from crymg to him ‘ You are a scoundrel 1 ’ ” 

A ♦ >i- 

THE EPILEPTIC PUPIL 

“ Doubtless my masters were lackmg m perspicacity 
Between ourselves they had to do with a somewhat 
specious youngster I early made the discovery that 
virtue is not recompensed because it is virtue, nor vice 
punished because it is vice Rewards and chastisements 
fly about us at school and m the world, hke hail m March 
At Stamslas my umbrella was to be phlegmatic I cared 
nothmg for my masters, as they cared nothmg for me 
Towards my tenth year I was sittmg m class with the 
Thud Estate, equally distant from the bench of honour 
near the stove, where the hopes of the school blossomed. 
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and the Mountain, to which cankerous, Jacobin spints 
were relegated 

” I sat at the end of the form My neighbour was a 
little chap who was as hvely as a mouse and made faces 
like a monkey One day he gave me a push with his 
ruler My satchel fell to the ground with an appallmg 
noise As I bent to pick it up, I heard the wmd of wrath 
whistle about my mnocent head ' Anatole Thibaut, 
you will be kept m on Thursday ’ Suddenly an lUumma- 
tion came to me I saw that my salvation lay m aggra- 
vating the catastrophe and that I must go to the limit m 
makmg a row Instead of pickmg up my satchel, I 
flung inkpot and pen-box and ruler and books to the 
ground— jand fell after them myself, and lay senseless m 
a pool of mk Every one rushed to my assistance Win- 
dows were throivn open My hands were slapped ‘ How 
pale he is I ’ they said * He looks dreadfully queer ’ ’ 
The object of reprobation became an object of mterest 
' Take him to the mfirmary ' And I was taken there, 
and given a small glass of cordial And then I was 
taken home by one of the bigger boys with a letter to my 
parents recomraendmg that I should be made to rest for 
some time From that day onwards, no more punish- 
ments I might do anjrthing I was supposed to have a 
tendency to epilepsy ” 

♦ * * ♦ ♦ 

THE PLEASURE OF SUFFERING 

" I had come to a sittmg of the Dictionary Committee 
It was as cold as ice We were grouped m front of the fire 
Enter Bourget, muffled up in furs Bourget was never 
exactly a sportive figure in his astrakhan, he looked 
depressed and spiritless 

“ ‘ What's the matter, Bourget ? You look lU ' 
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“ ' No, I am wen enough, thank God But I have just 
come from X 's death-bed It was temble He suf- 

fered hke a man broken on the wheel Never have I seen 
so pamful an end The soul could hardly leave his body 
What a struggle ! Yet, so much the better for him ’ 

“ ' What 1 So much the better for him ^ ’ 

" ‘ Yes, for his soul His life, you know, was not ex- 
emplary He often 5 n.elded to the caU of the flesh and 
the heat of the blood But God has sent him the great 
grace of a terrible end He could see himself dying ! 
He had time to repent Perhaps you will hardly beheve 
me, but I envy that homble death i ’ 

" On this M Bourget msmuated himself mto the nng 
of the fire-worshippers Holdmg out his feet tccvards 
the flame, he held forth to us on the beauty of suffering 
A perfect homily on the sweetness of affliction, with quo- 
tations from St Theresa ‘ To suffer or to die,' etc 
“ I could contam myself no longer In the middle of 
his Stoic dissertation I stopped him with a touch on the 
shoulder 

“ ‘ Bourget,’ said I, ‘ take care you are celebrating 
the ]oys of suffering with such fire that you haven’t 
noticed that your soles are bummg ’ ” 

♦ ♦ ♦ * # 

DID REN& SAVE THE CATHEDRALS? 

" After all, the Viscount’s conversion was not with- 
out profit His mother's death was useful for somethmg 
If Rend did not save his soul, he saved several Gothic 
churches The vandalism of the Revolution has been 
much exaggerated It is a tradition A people that 
changes its government is like a lot of schoolboys on the 
eve of the hohdays it breaks ever 3 dhmg The Jacobms 
broke a great deal They even overthrew the tombs of 
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our kings They did just what the Huguenots did There 
IS in ^lontluc a most edifying account of a Protestant 
vandal Perching himself on the porch of a church, he 
proceeded to smash the statues of the saints With 
hammer strokes he decapitated virgms, slender and 
^1110%%^ as hlies In the space of a second he joyously 
destroyed ^^hat ages had venerated and adomeii From 
below a captam called out to him ' Come down ! 
That’s enough ’ And to intimidate him, took aim 
with his arquebus But the brute implored ' Just 
one more ! ' 

'' The revolutionaiy destruction was small compared to 
that of the Galileans and the Jansemsts under the old 
reginvi .Tliose pious folk nvalled the Huguenots They 
had a horror of the Gothic For them the word was 
synonymous wth barbanan It was because she seemed 
to them too Gothic that Joan of Arc was very httle hon- 
oured in the seventeenth century In the eighteenth 
she seemed so ndiculous with her maidenhood that 
Voltaire burlesqued her m verse and no one was 
scandalized 

'* In his Characlcrs La Bruy^re remarks ' The Gothic 
has been entirely abandoned m palaces and churches ’ 
Not only under Louis XIV was the national Gothic 
style repudiated, but our most national sanctuanes were 
dressed up m the classic mode Look at the fa9ades of 
so many churches St Gervais, for example In those 
days our old brevianes were bereft of their legends, and 
more or less Virgihan poems were substi^ted for medi- 
aeval prose The drunken Santeuil rhjuned alternately 
hjunns for St Bemgnus, Bossuet's patron, and the epitaph 
to the adored lap-dog of some princess or other who had 
died of mdigestion from eatmg too much blancmange — 
the dog, I meain, not the pnneess It was the age when 
the canons of Chartres made holes m the glorious stamed 
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glass m their cathedrals, so as to read service more easily 
This lasted till the Revolution, without which all our 
French churches would have been rebuilt m the Jesuit 
style 

" The most characteristic example of this royal van- 
dalism was the debasement of St Medard, towards the 
end of the eighteenth century Petit-Radel, an architect, 
enamoured of cyclopean constructions, had the pleasmg 
idea of refashiomng the Gothic pillars of the choir m the 
shape of the columns of Paestum You may find m 
the catalogue of the Salon of the year VIII a dra-«ang 
by this same Petit-Radel with the appalling title ' Des- 
truction of a Gothic church by means of fire m less than 
ten minutes ’ c 

" By his Genie du CJmsUantsme Chateaubriand doubt- 
less saved some of our most preaous Gothic sanctuanes 
That is his finest title to fame As for the Concordat, 
no, my fnend * Hands off. Viscount • That was 
neither your domg, nor Napoleon’s, but Robespierre’s 
Yes, Robespierre with his feast of the Supreme Bemg 1 ’ 
At the bottom the Incorruptible had the ecclesiastical 
temperament At the age of fifteen, I think, or twenty, 
he won the prize m a competition at Arras with a poem 
on the Blessed Virgm A httle later he won another prize 
with a speech on the abohtion of the death penalty 
The day when Maximihan went m his hght blue suit, 
with flowers and ears of com m his arms, to bum the 
statue of atheism at the Tmlenes, the priests must have 
mbbed their hands ‘ God be praised,’ they sighed, 

’ we have got processions agam The Supreme Bemg 
has set the door ajar for Jesus and Mary There will 
yet be fine tunes for us ’ 

" Where did the Viscount get his taste for the Gothic ? 
From Combourg ? Maybe From England ? Beyond 
doubt. VTien he emigrated there, that dark novel 
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Aiwc Radchffc ^ was all the rage, with its crumbhiig 
to\\ ers, vaults by moonlight, and dungeons full of groans 
Voltaire had already acclimatized Shakespeare among 
us — ‘ the St Chnstopher of hterature ' as he called him 
Hamlet’s ghost haunted our theatres But it was, after 
all, a pohte ghost, a very gallant French ghost There 
was a marked taste for Enghsh gardens abounding m 
romanbc ruins The Itahans had given us grottoes and 
flower-beds adorned %vith statues But Louis XIV 
Mould assuredly never have had the idea of puttmg 
up the skeleton of a chapel m the park of Versailles 
Temples and colonnades were all very well There had 
mdecd been several pamters of rums m the manner of 
Salva'ior Rosa There had also been Callot m the seven- 
teenth century He often puts m a Gothic rum as 
background m his Tcniattons But his satamc sur- 
roundings are only to accentuate the horror of the scene 
From the garden rums leaped to the theatre When 
restnctions and rules fell with the Bastille and actors 
could play what they wished without control, it was 
religious plays that they chose, on account of the sceneiy 
and the costumes The freedom of the stage began with 
nuns, monks, and pnests There was a general hunt 
for chasubles and surphces and St Francis’ cords The 
churches were shut, but vespers were simg on the boards 
To attract the pubhc you had to have a cardinal, or at least 
a stole 

" Before the Ginie du Chrisltantsme the theatre realized 
the pictvuesque opportumties ofiered by the atmosphere, 
the costumes, and the furmture of rehgon ” , 

♦ ♦ * ♦ * 

* Anatole Prance, or M Bronsson, appears to have mistaken 
the name of Mrs RadclifFe, anthoress of The Mysteries of TJdolfo, 
for that of one of her novels — J P 
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M&LANIE’S SAUCE 

" I lack the facile pen Formerly I had it even less 
I was bom with a conscience If I ^v^te three words, I 
erase two Once, hov ever, I did write an article straight 
oE the reel But there is a God who cares for drunkards, 
and I was somewhat ' the worse for hquor ’ i to use the 
picturesque expression of simple folk It happened vith- 
out my knowmg At table I finished the httle de- 
canter of white -wme It was very hot I thought the 
wme had a remarkable taste, but I dared say nothing 
There are so many kinds of wme m France ! But when 
I got up, I thought I should really tumble My head 
was clear but my legs were hke lead People s'ay or- 
dmanly that wme goes to the head That is a great 
error It goes to the feet It enchams them Do you 
know what was m the httle decanter ^ A mistake had 
been made m the bottle it was brandy ! I had dramed 
my glass full And it was the day of my article = The 
worst part was gettmg upstairs Once before the paper, 
my pen ran of itself But where did it run ? I only 
knew the next day When I went to the office, the door- 
keeper said to me ‘ M H^brard wants to see you ’ My 
flesh went cold ‘ It's the brandy,' thought I , ' my 
article He has seen it What'll happen to me ? ’ 
H^brard rushed to me with open arms He embraced 
me He called me ‘ his dear France ' He showered com- 
pliments on me ‘ And I thought,' he said, ' that you had 
no facflity ! I never suspected such fire m you ! You 
ought to do pohtical stuff ! I am simply enchanted to 
have you as a collaborator I have given mstructions 
to the cashier your salary is raised ’ 

“ My adventure is the same as that of Melanie, the 

1 Fr " Un peu bu ” 

' ^ For the Temps — J P 



WEASEL OF THE REFRESHMENT ROOM 165 

noted cook Mdlanie, I think, was bom in Bnttany and 
for a long tune she merely vegetated Nobody ever 
said an3dhing about her cooking It was ordmary 
V holly without imagination or sensibihty Just cookmg 
One day at the butcher’s — ivith whose lad she was on 
bad terms, ha\Tng refused his advances — she was stuck 
\nth a piece of more than doubtful meat It was as 
high as a hare or a snipe But what is good for snipe 
and hare is not good for beef What was to be done ? 
In terror of bemg dismissed, Mdlanie mvents a mar- 
vellous sauce She showers condiments and raid-summer 
herbs into it She sprinkles the camon with Madeua and 
with brand}' Fmally, trembhng, she takes m the dish 
and gzies.off anxiously to the kitchen She is recalled 
with tumult ' Mdlame ! Mdlanie ! ’ ' There we are,’ 
exclaims the the poor gul, ‘ they’ve smelt it I shall have 
to pack my trunk ' So, untying her apron, she appears 
before her judges ' Ah, Melanie 1 ’ says her master 
‘ You’re a cunrung one 1 Why did you hide your talents ^ 
If you only wanted, you would make all the greatest 
chefs green with envy You have given us a dish fit for 
an archbishop I double your wages Always order 
the same piece of meat, from the same butcher, and 
serve it m the same way ’ ” 

♦ * * • * 

THE WEASEL OF THE REFRESHMENT ROOM 

" When I was twenty, to the horror of my father, I was 
repubhcan like all the young men of my class We 
vaguely felt the breakage ahead We sought means of 
mgratiatmg ourselves ivith the commg regime A lawyer, 
just beginmng, would play for a condemnation and a 
touch of prison A pohtical case would set him on his 
feet At that time I was mditmg the ImpricaUons de 
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Varr.'S for the Gazdic Rvrcc Poor Gazdic, they (Ld for 
it ’ We attended the lecrares of M Beule vrith enthus- 
iasm. Under colour of relatmg the historc of Tibenos 
or Germanicus, he attacked the hberal Empire Xero, 
Tiberius, and Cabgula vrere Xapoleon III ; Poppsa and 
Messahna, the Empress Eugenie The orgies of Capn the 
Maison Dorde and the parties at Compiegreand Fontaine- 
bleau where the}* used to act Octave Feuiilet's charades. 

" You can imagine the applause he got The least 
allusion was taken ^vlth feverish a\'idity Beule then 
seemed some one. But after the fall of the Emp-te, 
people realized that he was verj' small beer. There are 
men hke that. In the dust of a not they look like 
statues At ordmarj'’ times the\* are scarecrow^ made of 
old frock-coats stuhed with straw. I met 2L Beule 
going about afterwards m socieri*. He had taken a 
kime Beule to him and dragged her round. She was 
hideous and gifted with an mordmate appetite * thence 
she was nicknamed ' the weasel of the refreshment room 

» * 

A FLAY FOR RLJAXE 

"Mhat would you say if, as a change from all this 
dark, fanatical fifteenth-century erudition, we did a play - 
Rdjane is extremely keen that I should do something 
for her. I am much attached to her. She is a good woman, 
bnght, simple, engaging, and away from the foothghts 
nothmg stagey about her. But she is a bit overblown, 
as the saiung is Women should have charms, but not 
m such overwhelmmg degree The other day I sat beside 
her at lunch at Mme X 's She looked like an eider- 

down corded up What sort of part could one write for 
such a plump body as she is ^ On the stage, I know, 
her mountamous curv^ appear no more than generous 
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All the same it’s difficult to make her play sweet young 
misses You'll enjoy workmg for the stage ? I should 
just about think so ! Well, we will Now I have no 
sense of drama The stage, to my mmd, is an inferior 
art That is why it meets the popular taste To succeed 
in it you must have a thick skm and a commercial mmd, 
and above aU no hterary prejudices The tiresome part 
IS constructmg the play That is where I count on you 

t)o you know how de X and G manufacture 

their foolenes ’ Nothmg more lamentable could be im- 
agmed Our two merry spints have each m his pocket 
a note-book And, as soon as an}dhmg amusmg is said 
m conversation, out comes the note-book and down m it 
goes the ivitticism, the joke, the idea for a scene They 
are workers m mosaic People find them natural and 
sparkhng Myself, I have never seen such a labonous 
sparkle We shall not work like that I have a subject 
for our jolly fat fnend The Duchesse de Bern It 
ivill fit her to a T Oh, I know it's not an ongmal sub- 
ject The royal ‘ rehc-gobbler and rope-dancer,' as the 
Vicomte de Chateaubriand so devoutly says, has often 
been put on the stage But the dramatists have been 
tempted by the sentimental side of the Vend^an con- 
spiracy They have made the Duchesse de Bern a 
martyr to the legitimist cause and to maternal love 
Like Jesus, she is betrayed by a Jew Deutz is Judas 
And out with the slab of the mantelpiece and M Thiers’ 
tongs 1 1 No, no The Duchesse de Bern is the subject 
not for a tragedy, but for a comedy — a heroic comedy, 
if you will She is a widow with plenty of tempera- 

^ The Duchesse de Bern concealed herself in a pnesthole 
behind the fireplace She was betrayed by Deutz, and Thiers m 
paying him his pnce is said to have handed the banknotes with 
a parr of tongs, so as to avoid the touch of the traitor’s hand — 

JP. 
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ment She is an Itahan, a Neapohtan She has Vesu- 
vius in her blood Now nothing is so circumscribed as 
the court of an exiled prmce They have nothmg to 
do but tease one another, watch one another, and re- 
double all their ceremomes In short the duchess who 
m Pans could easily find a remedy for her — her mtemal 
fits of suffocation, as Beroald de VerviLle says, lacked 
doctors far off m the country Perhaps too the doctors 
there were not very skilful And perhaps she wanted 
a change of doctors Add a touch of romance, Walter 
Scott, the springtime, and we are on the track of the 
child of the Vendee The fun will be to show all the 
d5masty, the legitimists, the partisans of the July mon- 
archy, hangmg on the — the — you can supply fheoword 
yourself — of a hystencal prmcess Chateaubnand, of 
course, as always, was subhme over the whole busmess — 
sublimely ndiculous ‘ Madame, your son is my kmg ' ’ 
shouted the viscount ‘ Your son ! ' That great booby 
of a Ren6 was unaware that the good duchess was ]ust 
about to present Henn Dieudonn^ with another brother, 
sprung from no one knows where This miraculous 
child ought really to be nicknamed ‘ Diabledonn^ ’ 
There is your play — the child’s birth It is a legitimist 
burlesque Mane Carohne is at the Ch&teau de Blaye 
Kmg Louis Philippe is watchmg over his dear mece like 
the apple of his eye He wants to profit by the windfall 
He won’t let the flighty prmcess escape from the rat-trap 
till her co nfin ement is over and the dehvery taken place 
The dehvery ! Just thmk It is necessary that the 
royal dishonour should be so well attested that nobody 
can raise a doubt about it Don’t you see the play ? 
AU the ministerial memals are agog If only Mane 
Carohne doesn’t have her baby clandestmely ! The 
poor giddy thing is surrounded by spies disguised as 
doctors and midwives The part played by General 
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Bugeaud w as rcall> not very elegant _ The future hero 
of Algena spent night after night by the pnneess's closet, 
watdung and spying, ready, gallant fellow, to dash to 
tile place should he hear an umionted noise m the night, 
and carry oft the stillborn body What a trophy for a 
general 1 And all the bme the poor woman commg 
nearer and nearer to her time hunts, by means of faith- 
ful fnends, through the needy httle Courts of Europe, 
for a husband complacent enough to give his name to 
the expected child 

" Evidently aU that will be difficult to put on the stage 
We must proceed hkc the classics The delivery, like 
Camille's death, vould take place off stage We should 
hear ithe, cnes of the mother, the mfant's wails We 
should see servants and midwives, those priestesses of 
Luema, can^nng basms and cloths I must find a plot 
to hang it on But you have a vivid imagination That 
part I put into your hands It might be a young legi- 
timist, desperatdy classic but imagmatively romantic, 
who undertakes to free the captive pnneess He beheves 
her as pure and white as a lily After numerous alarums 
and excursions he manages to get into the tower of Blaye, 
at the very moment, of course, of the confinement In 
a tivinkhng he would desert de Maistre and de Bonald 
for Victor Hugo That’s all very confused, but it would 
dehght R4jane Madame Sans-Gene will be enchanted 
at being a real duchess I can see her very well m the 
part of a woman who is encemte she won't need much 
make-up 

*' You will see how entertaining the rehearsals wih be 
I immensely enjoy gomg behmd the scenes It takes 
years off my age There are always a number of chann- 
mg little women among the waUong-on ladies We 
must have a scenano ready for R4]ane without delay ” 

A month later I brmg him the scenano of the Duchesse 
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de Beni He puts it in a drawer without so much as 
lookmg at it 

“We must not thmk any more of our duchess," he 
says m a disappomted voice “ Madame won’t hear of 
it She IS persuaded that I should cover myself \vith 
ridicule I know nothmg about the theatre, she says 
When I spoke of my promise to Rdjane, she retorted 
‘ You are an mcomgible hbertme All you want is to 
hang about the green-room ’ " 

For a moment he remams silent, strokmg his beard and 
chewmg the hairs m it He concludes 

“ Between ourselves, Madame is not ^vlthout msight ” 

<• ♦ « # ♦ ^ p 

IN PRAISE OF ST LOUIS 

“ It IS difficult for us after so many revolutions to 
imagme what the kmg meant to our ancestors We have 
seen so many of them driving m the same landau as the 
President of the Repubhc • We have had every op- 
portumty to realize that they were men like ourselves 
In the Middle Ages and even m the seventeenth century 
it was otherwise The kmg represented God He held 
his crown directly from Him He was above mortal 
blemishes When the Abb6 de Choisy was wntmg his 
History of CharUs VI, the Duke of Burgundy mahciously 
asked him ‘ How are you gomg to get round saymg 
that the King was mad ^ ’ The abb^, who even m that 
time was a Voltairian and had many modem ideas, 
was qmte disconcerted Then he answered bravely 
‘ I shall say that he was mad • Virtue alone differen- 
tiates men when they are dead ’ Has hardihood aston- 
ished, not only his contemporaries, but himself It 
was mdeed a presage of the declme of the rehgion of 
royalty, which was then at its height 
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" No\\ that wc arc alone I don’t mind telling you 
it was not Joan of Arc who saved France 1 It was St 
Louis If I put that in my book, I should be assailed 
on all sides both parties, tlie fanatics and the liberals, 
would hoot me And when they set out to be fanatical, 
no one is so fanatical as the liberals ( Yet, it is the 
pure truth It was not tlie Maid who saved France m 
1430, but blessed St Louis Tliat is the miracle of the 
monarcliy 

" The people had kept in their hearts the memory of the 
King who graciously dispensed justice under the oak of 
Vincennes He still reigned in heaven, where the Eng- 
lish, on their side, had no monarch Of course they had 
St George, but we had St Michael We had for us 
Jfadam Marj'', who was all-powerful over the heart of a 
son of noble disposition France w'as the Holy Virgin’s 
land of predilection She would constantly leave Para- 
dise to stroll among its w’oods and lonely dells She 
put spells on combe and spnng Would she leave this 
kingdom of lilies, w'here she had so many sanctuanes, to 
pensh ’ Next to her the strongest defender of the 
French m the court of heaven was the blessed lung who 
died on the Crusade His halo still lingered on the 
degenerate heads of his descendants Humble folk, who 
knew nothing of feudal geography, the peasants, the 
poor, the artisans m the tows, imagmed that it was 
better to hve in the land of France than elsewhere, and 
that work there was lighter and justice more true On 
the evening of Joan of Arc's tnumphal entry mto Orleans 
a churchman in the Cathedral of Samte-Croix gave voice 
to this unammous feelmg In anguished tones he asked 
the Maid ' Ah, sweet lady, must we become English ? ’ ” 
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IN PRAISE OF ROYALTY 

" That question is decisive It pierces the obscunty 
of those enigmatic times hke a ray of hght It lets us 
see mto the hearts of our ancestors They did not want 
to be Enghsh I Consider that they did not know where 
England was, nor what England was Doubtless the 
* Goddams ’ were cruel m war Were the}’’ more so than 
the Burgundians, the Armagnacs, the robbers, the pil- 
lagers, the freebooters, vho ground down the poor 
people, ransomed towns, profaned monastenes, and 
burned the crops ^ The Enghsh v ere said to be tailed ' 
yes, they had hirsute appendages, but that adornment 
would not have terrified anybody, not even the Indies 
No * they didn’t •want to be English, because they wanted 
to remam French Bom in the garden of lihes, they 
detested the leopard France was the best of coimtries, 
because it had the best masters, the most just, the mildest 
kmgs To catch this popular affection, you must read 
Jom’Ville The unhappy Charles WI mhented all the 
love and loyalty that had been stored up m the course 
of ages m the soul of the people Let it be proved that 
he was descended from St Louis, and the Enghsh were 
beaten * His worst enemy was the ill fame of Isabeau 
of Bavaria Jeanne entered wholly mto ’this national 
conspiracy At her first mter\aew ivith the Dauphin 
Charles at Chmon she declared "You are the true heir 
of France and the King’s son I have been sent to con- 
duct you to Reims, there to be cro’wned accordmg to the 
holy and noble nte ’ People have been astonished— 
myself among them — at ’this smgular mission Yhat ^ 
France is at her death-rattle The Kmg is but a kmglet. 
The fairest provmces, the capital itself, are m the hands 
of ’the Enghsh or the Burgundians And mstead of 
marchmg on Pans, after the rehef of Orleans, they go 
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off to Reims to take part m a religious ceremony, and 
waste their time m processions ! 

“ The important thmg, you see, was that the King 
should be crowned and anomted with the miraculously 
mejJiaustible oil from the Holy Phial This oil which 
came from heaven could not drop on to the head of a 
bastard If the nte of the French church was accom- 
phshed, it would mean that Charles VII was mdeed the 
son and heir of Charles VT, the Mad ” 


♦ ♦ * * * 

THE KING AND THE SHEPHERDESSES 

" The House of France beyond doubt owed this pro- 
digious popularity to its bravery and pohtical sense 
Most of all it owed it to famihar mtercourse with simple 
folk See with what ease a httle ecstatic shepherdess 
accompamed by two obscure adventurers reaches the 
Kmg lumself, and that m tune of war I Imagme a shep- 
herdess impatient to reveal to our President of the Re- 
pubhc what the angels had revealed to her about France 
while she watched her flock Our shepherd gul would 
go first to her pnest, who would treat her as a lunatic 
She IS from AuvergnCj-Anjou, Berry ^it s all one Dnven 
on by the celestial voices, she goes on foot to me pre- 
fecture She won't even see the prefect! 
know what would be the lot of Joan of Arc to-day ? 

'Prison, or the madhouse I ” 


"ROYAL" 


“ A great quahty m the House of France was ifr 
sweet complacence What virtue there was m 
IKmg'i A man who suffered some wrong would 
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murmur ‘ Ah, if the Kmg knew about it ! ’ The ih 
came from the King’s not knowing He had bad m- 
formation, or he had evil coimsellors, or he was too 
young, or too old He was a man to be pitied The 
epithet ‘ royal ’ was given to the best thmgs Choice 
herbs — com-salad, for mstance — ^were in common par- 
lance ' royal ’ A specially j5ne format was called ' royal 
paper ’ , a beautiful poem ' a royal song ’ Our re- 
pubhcan mouths still say ‘ beef 4 la royah ’ and ' hare 
d, la royah ’ And that merry phrase ‘ a dish fit for 
a' kmg 1 ' 

“ ' Ah, Colette is a morsel fit for a kmg ! ’ 

“ The King must not be a man of evil hfe On the 
contrary he set an example to the nation It Was a 
claim on people’s gratitude that he chose his mistresses 
well In that every one had honour, and some profit 
In his place every one else would have done the same 
And then the Kmg must have some relaxation m his 
difficult profession When the bow is always bent, you 

know ! And the Kmg always took thought for 

his people He thought of them by day, he thought of 
them by mght It was of his people that he discoursed 
at table with his great men There were no bad kmgs 
There were unhappy kmgs unhappy for the chas- 
tisement of their sms and of our sms But heaven’s 
heart would soften, for the kmgdom of France was the 
keystone of Christendom St Gregory the pope bore 
witness that the crown of France surpassed all other 
crowns, just as the royal digmty surpassed the state of 
private mdividuals 

“ This happy popularity of our kmgs came also from 
their abihty In quarrels between the different classes 
they tried to be arbitrators, moderators, or managers 
I use that somewhat trivial word on purpose Our 
best kmga hterally managed France as a farmer his 
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fann He extracts out of it all he can, but he is care- 
ful not to exhaust the soJ or to deplete the cattle In 
bad years the fanner does not hesitate to sell a field or 
a piece of vineyard to conserve the rest Just so our 
kings would cede a province after a defeat or as a daugh- 
ter’s dowiy The dogma of the mtegnty of French 
soil about w'hich so much criminal mk has been spilt 
since 1870, this last of all dogmas, was not yet bom 
Wlierever the king was, there was the country ” 

THE LADYBIRD IN THE ENGRAVINGS 

The^world is to him a vast museum He professes 
the most complete mdifference for mountams, nvers, 
and other geographical phenomena " They are warts,” 
he says When some one speaks to him of a beautiful 
view, he retorts ” Don't let your imagmation nm away 
with you it IS only earth, water, and clouds ” 

He asks a visitor ” From what part of the country 
are you ? " 

'' From Lyons ” 

“ Ah, from Lyons Happy man I What a beautiful 
town I have dehghtful memones of your St Jean ” 
And he sets off through the catalogue of the museum 
He IS an infalhble gmde Not a smgle picture escapes 
him His visual memory is extraordmary, but only for 
artistic thmgs Nor does he forget the names of antique 
dealers and booksellers But m vam will the gentleman 
from Lyons try to brmg him to the slopes of la GuiUo- 
ti6re or to Fourvi^res ” At what hotel did he stop ? ” 
He does not know it was m a great square with railmgs, 
a sort of Place de la Concorde without any statues 
“ Did he like the food ? Lyons is proud of its table 
There is a particular nm where the cra3rfish are mar- 
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%'elious ” He is astonished that anj'one sLould take 
note of sucL paltii* details Does the name of a cook- 
shop, however excellent, deserve to End room in the 
brain of a learned man ' There is so little room m our 
brains ! The histoncal side alone interests him Thus 
he made a pilgnmage to Golfe Juan to see the place 
where Xapoleon landed But he did not notice the 
lies Sainte Marguerite, nor Antibes with its outime hkea 
VemeL Amid the olives near the shore, he only found 
a well-stored library of books on the Hundred Days If a 
landscape is not engraved, pamted, or printed, it has no 
significance for him. 

He knows Nimes, my native town, thoroughly; but 
it IS iSimes in its Gallo-Roman aspect. We h^ve m 
our mediocre museum, he teUs me, a little picture by 
Prudlion which no one ever speaks of but is worth the 
journey there. We have also m the Maison Carree the 
torso of a dancing-girl which m his opimon is equal to 
the most voluptuous sculptures of the Greeks 

Anatole France's artistic memoiy* is a shade tyrannical 
Thus he describes with tortured mmuteness one of ‘ God s 
httle creatures,' whom he touchmgly has kept m his 
memory. 

“ She was divine, my fnend ' She had that faun- 
like air of the portrait of Mme. Mayer by Prud’hon , 
the breast a httle fallmg and slopmg away like the Com- 
tesse Regnault de Saint-Jean d'Angely by Gerard. But 
the damtiest morsel of all — ah, that was a morsel fit 
for a kmg I — ^was the back, so npe, so rounded, so full 
of adorable dimples like an autumn fruit — the back of 
Ingres’ Won an bailing 

And so on, with the foot, the calf, the ankle, the 
waist, the hair. The poor httle thing seemed hteraHy 
like a ladybird flattened out m an album of engravmgs 
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HER AUNTS PILLOW 

" Jumping out of bed m the mommg the fauy durruped 
to me ' 'I must leave you, old dear My aunt at As- 
mfires is on her deatli-bed and I must fly to her ’ 

" So saymg, she powdered her httle nose and touched 
up her bps mth a professional air. She groaned ‘ I'm 
so unhappy ! Auntie’s been so good to me She brought 
me up You’ld love her if you knew her, ducky Oh 
Lord, I do hope I’U be in time ! How do you get to 
Asmferes from here ? ’ 

” Torrents of tears the size of chick-peas poured from 
her eyes as she looked at the time-table The stream 
flowed do\ra her powdered cheeks and splashed on to the 
page I shpped the money mto her hand A smile 
flitted across the storm, and she kissed me with carmmed 
bps 

" I’ll come and tell you how auntie is, darhng ’ 

” I addressed prayers to heaven for the health of an 
aunt so accomphshed m training meces to the practice 
of virtue 

” But perhaps this excellent aunt is a mere figment of 
imagmation 1 When they have earned their money, my 
fnend, all these sweet httle ones have a sick aunt some- 
where, at Vincennes, or at Charenton, or at Issy-les- 
Mouhneaux They must fly to the pillow of their ex- 
pinng relative And they fly ofi with their hundred 
franc note, like sparrows with a crumb These creatures 
have such touchmg sensibihty I ” 

***** 

VIRGIL, THE VALET 

He is economical in his habits and only commits ex- 
travagances over antiques and cunos He is also very 

H 
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tidy. He puts his things away so carefully that he for- 
gets where he has put them Then he imagmes that he 
has been robbed and abounds m lamentations like those 
of Harpagon when he has lost his beloved casket 

How often at an antique dealer’s or a prmtseUer’s 
has he not said to me, pomtmg to a cuno or an engraving 
“ That was stolen from me ” 

" By whom. Master ^ " 

“ By Virgil ” 

VTio can Virgd be ? Is it a pseudonym — ^for he loves 
givmg people mcknames ? Is he an invented bemg, hke 
Putois ^ He IS fond of makmg up httle fables m which 
he allegonses people and thmgs, and when he is caught 
red-handed m these make-beheves, explams . • 

" It is a synthesis It is more true even than the 
truth ” 

Virgil, it seems, this Virgd of the pilfering hands, 
was manservant at the Vdla Said long, long ago, even 
before Josephme’s day He was a model domestic, 
quick, attentive, devoted But he had perverted 
tastes 

“ Between ourselves, his morals were qmte mdifierent 
to me He did but follow his nature Eveiy one must 
find his salvation where he can m this vucked world But 
he used to collect his compamons of an evening from 
among the lowest creatures and brought them back to 
the Villa Said The dickens knows who came there ! 
Virgd may have been as honest as the day, but his guests 
used to put a tnfie or two in their pockets And there 
was revdry by mght > They drank my wme, they drank 
my hqueurs ! They thumbed my books ! They took 
pickmgs from my wardrobe • No, these Antmouses 
cannot have been gentlemen of elevated upbnngmg 
I found Editions de luxe tom and blotched with wme 
That, far more than Vurgd's httle extravagances, deserved 
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I*** <'•>!] oa il,rni jlr* frnm hci'cn all, Virpil, 

IIh f'r't Xrr’hii ''ao, Ju' l<>o, }ou kiiou, was n 
d'-\DUr tif— “ 

* • * * » 

rri v^ci t{. sios' 

"Tlir clhrx u jr I mol Jnlr- ‘^nnrj m tlic arcade 
at tj,c O^- 'la \Mir.i I h 1 ^iv. him he was an atlicist, 
•’ la'ifTph ' , and an amrrhpi At the Collt'/’c dc France, 
J’f n t(\ U) <i hram' ami •allowed ip the puppet wires 
fi oii.r ''^nl': or, r.atipr. th it the <oul did not evLst Wdien 
I ir't him ■»! '•'} Im had btoomc an iiltra-nationaJpt and 
^ilmj e lit rmted hr CrA-fo to me He Micvcs 
nnj jn Gf I hnt d<\nuth in the Virpn Marj and in the 
vi5rl‘ nf Fratifc St, Clnthildc, St Loup, Joan of Arc, 
\'ir.ccnt th I^at'L etc He docs not I)chc\c in the "^acra- 
mcnic, hut rot-s ettr)' dav to Ma*:'; and to \cspcrsand 
rt-p*xta th' hrcaiara He wants to be buned as a 
Cat} o] r He Jo\cs tlie pomp of tlic Churdi it comes, 
lit :,u from faFt {^mLs and therefore must be dicnshed 
mice it p'otid'^s ,a hasp for reconciling Olympus, anaent 
and mo'Jt m Hp rdigion is tradition Down with 
science, anti up with legend ' I hate passed my life,’ 
he dtplnrtti, 'in destroying tJic fair flow'crs of legend 
Nov in m\ old age I have a thirst for the legendary, 
and c\crj thing sacntific males me sick Any pedant,’ 
he atent on, ' can do science, but tlic growdh of legends 
Ls mimculoip Tlicy spnng no one knows whence, like 
a seed dropped by a bird that takes root on the pediment 
of a temple Legends 1 Give me legends ! I am athirst 
for legends 1 ' 

" As he reated this strange creed, he took off hp bell- 
shaped top-hat and exposed a skull so bald and so red 
that it looked as if it had been scalded He made gigantic 



i8o ANATOLE FRANCE HDISELF 

signs of the cross Not the httle furtive signs made by 
school-children who hurry irreverently through the 
adorable symbol of our salvation with a sketchy jerk of 
the hand i No Souiy^ crossed himself as no one has 
done smce the days of the martyrs His forehead seemed 
to bear the stigmata of his piety and, regardless of 
stomach-ache, he thumped his waistcoat tiU it resounded 
like a drum while he declared * 

“ ‘ I do not beheve m God • There is no God But 
I love Christ, who loves the Franks I make the great 
Cathohc sign m pubhc to exorcise the folly of the Repubhc 
Look at those imbeciles laughmg ! Wth this sign of 
ritual and tradition do I scatter mcense to counteract 
the hideousness of the crowd ’ And therewith he mul- 
tiphed his crossmgs I pushed him mto Flammarion's 
on pretence of lookmg at the books, for the urchins were 
beginiung to cry ' Old Guy • ’ 

" Some one told me a good story of Jules Soury the 
erstwhile heretic, now become one of the pillars of the 
Church Of an afternoon he goes to St. Sulpice to adore 
the Vugm of Bouchardon One day he was plunged so 
deeply mto meditation that he fell asleep At six o’clock 
the sacristan, unable to wake him from his beatific 
slumber, tugged the sleeper by his sleeve * ‘ Closmg tune, 
su I ’ Jules Soury, suddenly brought to earth, rolled 
his eyes, rubbed them, and inspued by memones of his 
medical student days, answered ‘ Look here, when I m 
praymg to the Blessed Virgm Mary, you bl — dy well let 
me alone ! ’ ” 

jfe * ♦ * * 

THE RAVAGES OF AGE 

“ Now confess ! You think me an old driveller, though 
I am only three times your age Age is a question m 
which ever 3 dhmg is relative When I was m the ei^th 
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form I vras put next z great booby wbo "vras tvrice as 
old as I \ras Perbaps tbe poor backward fellow bad 
been SL However, there it was * we were there on the 
same bench, he fifteen, and I ei^t His great bnik terri- 
fied me- Sometimes I took a stealthy look at while 
he was pormg over his lessons The down on his cheeks, 
shown np by the h^it, instead of having the charm of 
bndding grace to me, seemed a homd defect. 'Poor 
chap,' I thonght sadly, 'the ravages of age have got 
him already.’ ” 

♦ ♦ * « » 

THE COOKSHOP 

• 

"We most hnnynp this mommg we have to Innch at 

the 31 s at Passy. Yon are invited too M was 

so insistent, and I have refused Mm so often f Madame 
said : ‘ You simply must go You have put it oS over 
and over agam ’ ” 

At eleven o’clock we set out on foot from the Villa 
Said to the Pont Mirabeau. AH the way he groans: 

" What a bore this lunch is ! They are the dreariest 

people It's like bemg m a perpetual fog M is a 

Huguenot ; indeed he's the son of somethmg like the 
Huguenot pope. Hit; father or his grandfather was a 
prophet and inade copious revelatious about the A l might y. 
Adonai used to have long familiar talks wnth him every 
evening, as I do with you. The voice came out of the 
hangmg lamp, I beheve. Calvinists always have dread- 
ful food, a sort of Reformation fare. Thick pieces of 
boiled beef, with boiled v^etables, and conversation to 
match- Why must we go there ^ What an infernal 
bore ! Life is so short ! We might go into any one of 
these httle restaurants and have a ddicious lunch with 
an eyirecCle Bercy and a bit of Bne. The cab-dirrers 
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vrho frequent them axe real connoisseurs and iiave tyrannic 
appetites after the fresh air. Ah, but I promised Zuadame 
to go to the Momiers ! ” 

We reach the Momiers’, and ring the bdJL After a 
long vrait a startled manseivant appears, hastilv hiding 
his apron and dusting-brush behind his back He takes 
us mto a gloomy drawing-room and hurriedl}* opens the 
vrmdows No flowers, no pretty things Covers on 
the chairs Pictures done up in newspapers. The 
chandeher tied up in a muslin bag For half an hour we 
kick our heels m a room that reeks of stuffiness At last 
the lady of the house appears, having — ^it is only too 
e\-ident — dressed m haste, for her hair is badly done. 
Conversation begins baldly and drearily continues 
Heavy pauses follow commonplaces about health and 
the weather Anatole France looks at the dock, the 
hands of which have long smce marked noon, and breathes 
anxiously Mliere is the feast ’ No tinkle of table being 
laid is to be heard ; no hissing of viands cooking V.Tiat 
is distinctly audible is the rumbling within the lacy cf 
the house herself, whose stomach produces sounds In e 
turtle doves in May. They receive like answer from the 
academidan s gizzard 

Fmally she asks cardessly : 

“ Wfll you lunch with us ? ” 

" My dear lady,” confesses Anatole France, “ that was 
vh}* we came to Passy Didn t yoa invite Bro_sson ana 
me ’ ” 

” Yes, but on Thursda\’ next We only retumd tms 
morning. I am waiting for my hasband and when he 
comes ve shall go out to a restaurant YCli you 
us ' He \vill be enchanted at your nnstake. V. e shau 
have the pleasure of 3 our comrant' twice ovc" ’ 

'■ Oh, ro, no ’ I am overwhelmed I am 'he irast 
absent-minded man alite Heu innmtd''. nd cnlcns c 
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me ! To tumble m on you like this and invite ourselves 
to )?eople who don’t expect us 1 No, no Good-bye, and 
all iny apologies ! ” 

Once out of the house, he observes 
" It may be ndiculous of us, but much more so of them 
What dumsmess ! What stmgmess > They ask us to 
lunch and m our zeal we come a week too soon What 
IS a mistake of a week ? I am astomshed that I didn't 
come a week too late 1 And they have nothmg for us 
to eat Upon my word it’s discouragmg Here is a 
hostess, with pretensions to be a Pansienne, who is 
mcapable of orgamzmg a httle impromptu meal ! Hasn’t 
she got the telephone, and menservants, and maids 
All s^e needs is to rmg up the cook-shop and the ice- 
cream man, and send Manette round to the milkman’s 
Cheeseparmg, that’s what it is, and they are screws 
It’s a capital thing"* for us though we are well out of it 
I am dehghted most of aU on account of Madame hence- 
forth she will leave me m peace I imagme what would 
have happened had such a thing occurred to my good 
mother, who was a woman of the people In a twinkhng 
the doth would have been spread and on it her pretty 
plates and, as if by magic, a luscious chicken, and salad, 
and a perfect omdette But we must repair our error 
What do you say to this cook-shop ? The lady is a plump 
httle body Somethmg too npe m your eyes ^ Ah, well, 
that IS a question of taste and you know mme Come, 
come Let’s go m and eat ” 

Anatole France has dmed like a god ofi the marble- 
topped table at the humble wme-shop His ambrosia 
was boiled beef with coarse salt and gherkms, sheep’s 
feet m a white sauce, beans, Bne, and custard tart 
" Ah,” sa)^ he, wipmg his moustache with the coarse 
napkm, “ now I fed forty years younger ” 

♦ * ♦ * * 
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GREAT AND PERFECT 

M repeats to him, whether out of mahce or stupid- 

ity, the remark of a critic " Anatole France is not a 
great writer he is a perfect writer” 

“ This learned gentleman,” says the Master, " talks 
like Balaam's she-ass prophesymg, for the truth comes 
from his mouth while he brays ‘ I am a perfect wnter ’ 
‘ I am not a great writer ’ lie dolt ! As if ‘ perfect ’ and 
‘ great ' were not the same thmg What is perfection ? 
It is the combination of every good quahty without the 
admixture of a smgle defect If aU the good quahties 
are muted m me, what more does he want ^ He is a 
perfect imbecile As if perfection could be measured ! 
Wretched qmU-dnver — why, he doesn't even knoV his 
own language ' If I say ‘ Racine is a great wnter,' 
I mean, of course, a great wnter compared to others, 
Pradon for example But, compared to Boileau, Racine 
is simply a wnter They are both perfect wnters I 
am enchanted that this booby should do me the favour 
to put me beside them I shall wnte him a hue of 
thanks ” 

«!t ♦ * ♦ * 

I HAVE BUT ONE SOUL 

*' For the type of a good Chnstian take that of the 

Due de B He was not one to flinch where religion 

was in question Like Abraliam or Polyeucte he vas 
ready to sacrifice his wife and children that he might 
go to heaven The duchess suffered tembly dunng her 
confinements and her doctor, alarmed at the prospect of 
another pregnancy, thought it his duty to warn the duke 
Your grace,’ he said, ' you must refrain from con- 
jugal relations with the duchess Her life is at stake I 
” Ihe duke looked at him with contempt 
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Sir,’ he said lisping — for he lisped hke a baby, ' I 
n a good Catholic I would rather lose my wife than 
sc m\ soul I ha^ c but one soul and there are a great 
anj' women ’ 

" Some time aftcn\ards the death of the Duchesse de 

was announced as the result of complications 

mng her confinement " 

* « * * * 

RESPECT ST PAUL 

'' Contrary to the general opmion, the religious spint 
n go together wath all sorts of things that are not at 
I metp.ph5 sical Take my own case for instance Sup- 
>se I have overeaten in the evening, or eaten something 
ird to digest or somcUung I am fond of that is not good 
r me — cod, for example — I suffer m the mght real meta- 
ij'sical anguish In my broken slumber I have ghastly 
sions of an illusorj' world I am seized wth the desire 
turn to God — and to turn from side to side on my 
attress But a little Vichy water or a few drops of 
int alcohol generally dissipate this pious Pascal kmd 
image and give me back sleep and peace See how 
mgs hold together A teaspoonful of medicated alcohol 
a pinch of bicarbonate of soda and I fall from the 
bhmities of a Pascal to the quibbles of a Bergeret 
) Physics, save me from Metaphysics,’ said the great 
2ivton 

'* One of the least metaphysical of men is assuredly 
irdon Bennett He is the perfect type of Turcaret 
10 only sees the world from the pomt of view of the 
ick exchange Well, when that purely busmess man’s 
ampagne goes ever so httle to his head he begms to 
ccup rehgion and spouts about God like a preachmg 
ar I can still see him after a big dinner where he 


i86 


ANATOLE FRANCE HIMSELF 


had drunk distinctly more than one glass His face 
was enflamed His eyes wept tears of wme, and he went 
on sa5ang ‘ Look here. Monsieur France Just look 
here You’re a clever man, but I want to teU you 
somethmg I’m Gordon Bennett And I want to tell 
you that there’s something — somethmg up there Up 
there, you know 1 ’ And he pomted to the chandeher 

“ Gordon Bennett’s conception of God was very much 
his own, m fact, pecuharly Protestant He asked me 
once for a short story for the illustrated Easter number 
of the New York Herald I agreed to do one for fifteen 
hundred francs He is very open-handed m busmess, 
and it was easy money for me I took the first episode 
out of the Pterre Blanche, of which you are reading the 
proofs, the story of Galho and St Paul, and sent it to 
the New York Herald That's what is called lalhng two 
birds with one stone 

“ Recently, however, Gordon Bennett’s secretary called 
upon me and, as he handed me a cheque, said 

“ ' Mr Gordon Bennett is dehghted with your short 
story, which he admires immensely He bade me tell 
3^ou that you have never done anything so bnUiant He 
IS going to have it prmted and gorgeously illustrated, for 
himself alone There will be only one copy, that wH 
be the pnde of his library He is pa5ang you, of course, 
as if the story were appearing in the New York Herald 
But he wants to ask you to wnte another immediately* 
for which he ivill also pay fifteen hundred francs, for the 
paper And he begs you in this one not to speak ill o 
St. Paul, because Amencan readers don’t hke to have 
lU said of lum Make fun, if you like, of the other apostles, 
of St Joseph, of the Virgin Marj^ of the popes, of the Pope, 
of all the saints in Paradise but not a word agains 
St Paul We should lose readers ’ ” 
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TYRANNICAL LOVE 

" Are you aware that there is something worse than 
hatred or mdifierence ^ That thing is love and the 
tyranny of it You complam that your childhood was 
passed without tenderness, and your youth without 
advice, encouragement, or applause You do not know 
what you are talkmg about I had myself the most 
lovmg of mothers She adored her only son, her Anatole, 
as a creation of her own and her masterpiece All my 
good quahties came to me, in her eyes, from her, and my 
faults, I need hardly say, solely from my father Poor 
man ' She loved bim too, but she despised him more 
I was to make up to her for everythmg that had not 
come o2 in their married life She wanted to see me fam- 
ous, celebrated, nch, applauded, covered with all the 
middle-class virtues, in short, the pnde of the Quai 
Malaquais, ]ust as she would have wished her husband 
to be So she loved me for two That s a lot, my friend 
a lot too much ' She hterally poisoned my life She 
bewildered and stupefied me She made me mconse- 
quent and shy She kept me so constantly in leadmg- 
stnngs that until my thirtieth year I hesitated to cross 
the barrier that separates youth from manhood We 
were both objects of ndicule Long after I had a bear , 
she was treating me like a small boy 

“ This best of women was driven by h^ 
indehcaaes that denoted forgetfulness of m 
She never asked me or attempted to suppn^ my co 
dence, but Vidocq on the track of a crimmaL^ 
beside the subtlety of this exceUent and Chn^ mother 
in spymg out her hoy s modest loves I wo 
photograph or other that I had left m the pockrt of my 
greatcoat placed on my mantelpiece, ^ cm 

The scraps^of tom letters would be exhumed from y 
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wastepaper-basket and labonously pieced together And 
all this accompanied by silent despair, and floods of tears 
and sighs heavy enough to dnve a -windmill. 

“ Till I -was thirty-five my mother never -went to bed 
till she had seen me come home. Whether it -was mid- 
mght or four in the morning, I -would find her, candle- 
stick m hand, -waitmg in implacable silence It became 
a sort of ri-tual Gently and silentl}’- she put -the candle 
into my hand, kissed me on both cheeks, and went to 
bed -with sighs and groans, only to begm agam the next 
day.” 


THE KING OF ELIXIRS 

I have corrected the proofs of the Ptcrre BlancJiC and 
bnng them back to him 
" How do you like my stone ? ” 

“It IS a most precious stone I en-yy your art of 
makmg stnkmg topical truths spring out of a dead text 
“ You would like to be m my shoes ? Poor wretch ' 
How 5^ou would be pumshed if God took you at your 
word I You remmd me of that pleasant tale m Brantome. 
He was a very old and very learned man, who knew all 
the secrets of the Grand Art and its umversal panacea 
He could manufacture the rarest essences, na}’, the ehxir 
-vitas itself, and was skilled m -the -transmutation of metals 
He had in his service a youth whose busmess it -was to 
-watch over furnaces and alembics and to crush simpk* 
and metals and mummies and bezoar-stones — m short 
to do what you do here And one daj^ the j’outh, jnst 
like you, burst into enthusiasm over his old masters 
saence He envied him 

Ah,’ sighed he, ‘ how* I should hke to possess, lOO, 
the secret of making essences ” 
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" Then the old alchemist — he must have been about 
my age — looked gloomily at the rows of phials round his 
laboratory 

And 1 / said he softly, ' I would give all my secrets, 
and my hqmd gold, and the elixir vitae, for the essence 
that IS m you, my boy I ' " 

* * * * * 

MONSIGNOR DE CABRikRES AT M BERGERET’S 

" I want you to come a httle earher, please, to-morrow 
It IS Sunday and Monsignor de Cabn^res, who is from 
your town, has wntten to say that he will pay me a visit 
at mn» o’clock The poor bishop is a candidate for the 
Academy, and insists on making aU the traditional 
visits It IS a needless trouble on his part, for I no 
longer go to the Academy I have not voted smce the 
Dreyfus case But he is a prelate of noble birth, and 
wishes to observe the customs ” 

M Bergeret is really dehghted at the bishop's visit, 
for he adores the soaety of denes 

Next monung pimctually at nme o'clock an archaic 
but comfortable coup6, such as are se^ m the Faubourg 
St Germam, stops before the villa 

" Go to meet the episcopal candidate,” commands 
Anatole France 

There is nothing to mdicate the visitor' s high ecdesiasti- 
cal digmty It is Lent, the time for pemtence, and accord- 
mg to the rules for that gloomy hturgical season, Mon- 
signor de Cabndres is dressed all m black In his poor 
cassock and s hin y cape with worn velvet collar you would 
take him for a humble country pnest He waits m 
the haU, emotional and shivenng, fingenng the tarnished 
gilt tassels on his hat and lookmg with a suspiaous eye 
on his strange surroundmg^ of mediEeval virgins and 
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reliquaries cheek by ]owl with pagan goddesses Wrapped 
up m his poor dencal gown he looks almost like some 
aged pew-opener 

I had met him several tunes at my father’s at Nimes 
and m various devout households, and recall my name 
to him 

“ Ah, my dear son,” he says gently, ” I am mdeed 
surprised to see you here ” 

“ And I to see you, Monsignor ^ ” 

He smiles and pats my cheek with his right hand on 
which shmes the amethyst rmg passed over the silk 
glove Anatole France waits on the first landmg, leanmg 
agamst the banmster He has dressed up m his finest 
to receive the bishop His fullest, most sumptuous 
dressmg-gown envelops him, girt at the loms with an 
antique tasselled cord of gold and yellow On his head 
is the most briUiant of his skull caps , for out of all the 
collection of caps — moud, silk, velvet, Persian clotli, 
Jouy doth — ^he has chosen one of cardmal red The 
contrast betv'een the bishop and the writer is striking 
WTiile the prdate at the foot of the stairs seems hke a 
poor curate, shivenng with cold and shyness, come to 
beg alms for some poor hamlet m the Cdvennes, the author 
of the Anneau d’ AmitJiystc with his great height, his 
fine woollen gown, and the purple-red cap, appears like 
a pnnce of the Church He descends some steps and 
takes the bishop’s hands in his 

” Monsignor,” he says in a devout voice that seems 
to issue from his nose, ” I am deeply consaous, as I 
indeed I ought to be, of the great honour that you do me 
And he makes a low bow 

Wc go into the hbrary where a magnificent fire 1“^ 
crackling The two men seat themselves, one on each side 
of It, under the stone cowl, Anatole France with lus bad 
to tlie light 
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The bi'-liop opens (lie con\crsa()on labonously 
'* "Mj fnends and colleagues.' lie explains, " and otliers 
in \'ihom I repose much confidence, think that it is my 
dill) to present mj-sclf as candidate for the Academy 
Oh, I knou Iio« unuorth} I am to sit among so.many 
illustno’is men of letters I But the lUustnous daughter 
of the Great Cardinal, remembenng her pious and royal 
origin, has ah\ajs rescrx’cd some seats for members of 
tilt higlicr clergy* If I entered under the Cupola it 
^\ould be, I confess, not uatli the pen, but with the 
croricr in m\ hand To be frank, I licsitatcd for long 
But my fnends pronounced a word that is irresistible 
to me, tlic word 'duty' That is why I have asked 
you to tecei% c me, and I am deeply grateful to the cus- 
tom that allows me, before descending to the tomb, to set 
ey cs on the most lUustnous of our contemporary wnters " 
\^ 1 ule Monsignor de Cabniircs is paynng him this com- 
pliment, Anatolc France plays wath the heavy gold 
nng that ornaments his little finger He turns it, polishes 
it wath his drcssing-gowai, and seems absorbed in con- 
templation of the intaglio, which represents a naked 
cupid bending his bow 
The prelate continues in a firmer voice 
" To be quite frank, it is only by hearsay that I am 
acquaunted wath your literary ments I have never 
read a single line of your works And I must confess 
to you the reason w'hy it would be unbearable to me 
to read anything agamst my mother ” 

" Your mother, Monsignor ! ” 

" Yes, my mother, Holy Church ” 

France rephes promptly ' 

*' Monsignor, I know that you are one of the hghts 
of the Church, that your doctrme is pure, your zeal 
worthy of an apostle, and your eloquence irresistible 
But I have never read your episcop^ charges I am. 
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Fo~cV£r. F.frirelv c'blfged to too. for so dearly bringing' 
Lome to me tLL predons tmiL, ima.t it is not possfole 
to be S.Z once a. good Ca-tLoIic and a good repribLcan.' 

Silence for some minnts. Only tne spirting of 
tne logs is Leard- 

“ I nave a grean fondness for yonr episcopal tovn ' 
says Anatde France for sake of saying sometbmg 
“ I srilL see vritn mv ndna’"s eve tLe three marble graces 
v-Lose nndc dgnres are like a ray of li^t in tne square 
of yonr cnarming blontpedier/' 

iicnsigncr de Cabrims makes a gesture as much as to 
say nhat tnese insnmdenrlv dad damsels cd stone are 
be 3 rond tne episcopai fnrisnictiQn- ’ 

Anotber long pause. To keep tne dying conversation 
going. Anatoie France sings the praises of the treasures 
in the mnsenm at Horrtpeiher. He sneaks of the collec- 
ticms of Albany, Fabre, and Bmyas. He describes the 
S'rrirnfor by Ingres. He mentions one of Ponssm's 
Frcru'Uc'nfs 

The bishop more and more nmvons, snatches at tue 
name of Ponssin as one that may bring back a goci 
academic odour of orthodoxy to the intemev. He 
praises the great naiuters piety and descants on the 
theme : “ The mind is not aivuys on the same level 
the heart. Faith is not incompatible vdth genius, a^ 
vftuess St. Augustine, Pascal, Bossuet. and Chateau- 
briand 

At the name of the viscount. 21. Bergeret gives a jump 


DISTRUST THE VISCOUXT 

'* Clearly, 2Icnrgnor, Chateaubnsnd vus a gm-t 
erample. But c: —bat ' O: p:ety ? Or of sear-— 
feehng r I an: scmevhat taken aba<k:, I confess, to see 
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a prelate of your distinction couple the name of so pre- 
suming an author as Ren^ with those of the Fathers 
Did Chateaubnand render you such good service with 
his G^nte du ChnsUamsme and his pretentiously edifymg 
novels ? Confess now he was a gteat sensuahst ” 

" But the Martyrs ? ” 

" Why, he made the Martyrs a storehouse of classical 
antiqmty Moreover, proud son of the Church that he 
was, he inherited all Jean-Jacques' boredom and disgust 
for life ” 

“ He served the cause of God and of the Kmg ” 

" Yes, and compromised them both He went to 
God, as he went to the Tuilenes, because God had good 
furmtuie He saw no thin g m rehgion but its romantic 
' side and pomps and ceremomes Dus great man, whose 
works you give as prizes m your mstitution, was, you must 
admit, the most sacrilegious of the modems He even 
went beyond Jean-Jacques , he was a Rousseau turned 
choir-boy and drunk with sacramental wine Chateau- 
bnand was beyond aU doubt the begetter of the neo- 
Cathohcs — all the Barbey d’Aurevillys, Baudelaires, 
Hu5rsmans, Pdladans VeUeda is cousm to L^a And 
you cannot be unaware that this wystic, pemtential 
dilettante was the discoverer of a new hterary poison 
A dehaous poison that we have all drunk with delight 
poetical exotiasm ” 

“ At the same time it cannot be demed that it was 
Chateaubnand who gave us back the taste for our national 
antiqmties after the vandalism of the Revolution ” 

“ Ah, there we are I Your Chateaubnand was a 
greater iconoclast than the whole Revolution He did 
not break your samts he did worse, he relegated them 
to the museum Till his time the collector’s hand was 
stayed at the portals of the Sanctuary It only pillaged 
Olympus It was the viscount, that enfant terrible of 

N 
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Catholicism, who brought heaven and the Virgm and 
the saints into the show-cases of the lover of antiques 
Anatole France makes a gesture full of episcopal 
unction wth the hand on which gleams the httle naked 
god and his bow towards the cases of ^Madonnas and 
Tanagras that ornament the room in sisterly reconaha- 
tion He contmues 

"It IS thanks to the viscount that rehquaries fill 
bnc-a-brac shops where Chnsts and Buddiias jostle one 
another, and that ladies of light virtue cover their pianos 
and drape their alcoves with ecclesiastical vestments 
impregnated with incense and holy oil Ah, it was a 
singularly ill-tum that Chateaubriand did you ! " 

Silence falls agam, still heavier The logs bum red 
There is a touch of feverish anxiety m the library France 
nses 

" I trust that you will be elected, Monsignor " 

" I have been promised some votes," admits the 
prelate, nsmg too. " But who can tell ^ The Immortals 
arc like other men they are unstable " 

They go out M Bergeret insists on accompan>nng 
the bishop to the foot of tlie stairs He takes the poor 
cloak from a diair and gently, with the unctuous gestures 
of a sub-deacon, drapes it on his visitor’s shoulder 
'' Monsieur France," says Monsignor dc CabnCres vith 
a bow, '' I did not expect to receive tins investiture from 
you " 

ip # * * * 

PRELATP TO PRLLATP SUCCPRDS 

Tlie follouirig Wednesday, Monsignor Duf'hc'Ue com'-’ 
m In'- turn to the Villa Snid to accomphdi hi*- dot) as a 
candidate for Immorlahtj Tlicauduncf !■- fd th( mod 
courteous dt>cnption Thc\ an old aopi uritanc' 
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Ernncr Ir.^ often met the reek ';n':ticil Iiistonan 
-t the .rrt ''(htorc Oincorno Doni's, the dirc'ctor of 
ni Knt K Hin ln\c rmn\ a time passed 
t<’ etj. r tJ.rv i"li tli>' htllc northern gate, unknown to 

0 ' y ibke, jn tf f' dtvinKrred Torum \anous remarks 

MU to Ciouhni and to JSicolc I^angclicr have 

'’t tir.i f'ilhn from the ':arcastic hp' of the director of 
th( I tin'll School. und''r the shade of the laurels and 
I'hum 't! '• m the f arden overlooking the cattle market 
of p-’o-’l Rome 

An^'toh' rr'>ncc embraces rather Duchesne 

"Now I '-hall Ic able to call \ou ‘dear colleague,’ 
'.Voi'( ror nnis shall I be sanctified , and I have great 
f Old o* It I'or }ou wall be elected, to your owm gloiy 
a 'd Ih't of tlic Academ} (Tresh embrace) You arc 
n\ candidate— altliough I shall take good care not to 
do vo.j iht’ ni turn of comg to vote for >ou I should 
onU los^- \ou votes I am no longer in good odour with 
the Academj and ln\ e not been tlicrc since the Dreyfus 
case If I did present mvscif at tliosc immortal doors, 

1 ''m b} no means sure that the ushers would let me on 
they would probablv not recognize me Never have I 
so much regretted m\ impotence — my impotence, that 
IS, as an Immortal But jou wall emerge with tnumph 
from tlic election, and I shall sing a Tc Dcum, first for 
the Acadcm> vlnch lias such need of a httle prestige, 
and tlicn for you, Consignor Do not think that I exag- 
gernte the benefits or tlic grandeur of our Immortahty 
But the Academy wall scrv'c you as a sanctuary It is 
more Catholic than the pope, more royalist than the 
lung, and is the sole religious corporation recognized by 
the Republic , nay more, it is courted and subvenboned 
It inspires Rome wath wholesome fear The short phrase 
‘ Jlcmbcr of the Acadifmie Frangaise ' on the title-page 
of your books wall be worth more to you than any Ntf 
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Obsiat or Impmnatur It will muzzle the dogs of the 
Holy Inquisition, and they will no longer dare to smell 
out m your learned and chamimg works the scent of 
modernism which they discover everywhere, espeaally 
smce Pius X ” 

" If I am a modernist, I am so m goodly company 
Robert Sunon, the founder of the exegesis, and Lannoy 
de TiUemont, and Adnen Baillet Under the Repubhc 
thmgs are considered heterodox that might freely be 
written m the seventeenth century under the great king 
Then, the Galhcan church, which by reason of its learning 
and its merits was a gmdmg hght for other churches, 
found a defender m the Parlement To-day there is no 
longer a Galhcan church and ultramontamsm reigns It 
IS the triumph of the Beast God, to punish his people, 
has put an ilhterate Venetian gondoher at the helm of 
Peter’s ship, and a pretty mess he makes of it in stormy 
weather It is really sad to hear the poor man, who 
IS wholly without mtelhgence, mterpretmg the oracles 
of the Holy Spint Leammg apart, if he had what 
passes all leammg — goodness, chanty, mdulgence 
W'ould be well But smce donnmg the tiara he has no 
ceased to pumsh, to mterdict, and to curse His ban 
IS always raised, not to bless, but to excommunicate^ 
He is the puppet of his counsellors — and what coun 
seUors 1 They represent our pious, reasonable France 
to him as bemg on the eve of a schism The law of sep^ 
bon, alas, has decapitated the French episcopate 
bishops who accept the concordat lack credit or, ra e , 
are actually suspect Their mitres are stamed with W 
sm of the tncolour, and, to obtain 
their favour with repubhcan ministers, they pass 
tune in perpetual abasement before Rome 
since the separation are not worth mentionmg 
pious, narrow, country bumpkms who have forgo 
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nothing, because they never learned anything They 
seem to have been exhumed from some dark, airless 
sepulchre where they have lam rottmg smce M de Frays- 
smous Small observances have taken the place of great 
duties The noble rehgion of Jean Gerson, Joan of Arc, 
F^ndlon, and Lamennais has been Itahanized What a 
change smce Leo XIII 1 But I am too old to cut such 
capers You are nght I seek a chair at the Academy to 
avoid the persecution of the monks who puU all the 
stnngs nowadays My candidature is a sort of protest 
I, who am a pnest sprung from the people, a Breton and 
a lover of the Church and the Republic, am standmg 
forth against a bishop who is a nobleman and a royalist 
If the Bishop of MontpeUier were elected, he would bnng 
in with him under the Cupola that spint of pietism 
which cramps heart and bram " 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ * 

YOU WILL BE IMMORTAL FOR YOUR SINS 

" He will not be elected, you may be certam And I 
shall smg the Te Deum m your honour Yes, yes , you 
wiU soon take your seat m the chair of Cardmal Mathieu, 
of whom I have been told so many pleasmg anecdotes 
You wiH succeed him that your sms may be remitted 
You will make us a fine address, full of sweet reason and 
leammg I shall play my own unworthy part on the 
occasion by my fireside I shall read your address 
devoutly, for your sermons are for honest folk and your 
parish is that of common sense But you will be ill 
repaid You will have m your turn to swallow many 
mightily tedious addresses And you will know the gloomy 
stenhty of grammatical discussions on the Dictionary 
comrmttee ” 
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THE GRAMMARIAN AND THE WRITER 

Now Anatole France is off on one of his favourite 
hobbies A Grammanan is one thing, a writer is another 
Grammar is an art Style is a gift You are bom with 
your style, ]ust as you are bom with your voice It is 
possible to correct your timbre or your ear, but it is no 
more possible to become a tenor by deciphermg operas 
or readmg manuals of smgmg than to become a writer 
of excellence by stud5ung grammatical treatises Unless 
he have more precious receipts than these, no grammanan 
has ever been able to wnte one good page To find 
examples of his rules he must go to wnters who wnte 
accordmg to their mstmct Moreover he will find as 
many bad, as good, examples m the classics There 
follows a comparison of the academician, disgmsed one 
Thursday m each month as a grammanan, with the circus 
clown imitatmg the juggler and the lady of the haute Scale 
He smashes bottles to make the children laugh Instead 
of fljung away from the touch of the paper hoop, like a 
bee from a rose, he falls heavily m the sawdust. His job 
is to be a buffoon, and he entrances the audience 

“ I should like the sittmgs of the Dictionary committee 
to be pubhc I should go there then, but among the pubhc 
there is so httle pleasure m this wicked world ! I should 
see you, Monsignor, dammg the old Dictionary m com- 
pany mth a crowd of Penelopes without grace or beauty 

The companson surpnses Monsignor Duchesne He 
appears to be pla3ung hunt-the-shpper mth tlie cord of 
his hat 

“ I am grateful to you for comparmg me to the daugh- 
ter of Icarus Let me pursue your pleasing Homeric 
companson a httle further Smce you put the work-box 
of Ulysses’ ivife mto my hands, I shall embroider a short 
reflection upon that precious canvas To judge by the 
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needlework accomplislied nowadays by faithful, unoc- 
cupied women, Madam Penelope’s tapestry must have 
been a poor thmg Y ou only have to look at the chasubles, 
shppers, cushions, and foot-cosies that devout ladies 
work for ecclesiastics Merely the way they mix silk 
and wool denotes the exasperation of their souls We 
can but praise Providence who turns them ardour to 
innocent, if futile, distractions God wiU ask us for a 
stnct account of our lost time , yet there is much differ- 
ence between losmg one’s tune and employmg it to offend 
divme jusbce To do nothmg is truly not to do good , 
but neither is it to do dl ” 

" I see what you are gettmg at 1 ” 

" You go no longer to the Mazanne Chapel, but to 
whom do you give the tune that was once set aside for 
the Dictionary ? To God, or to the devil ? Oh, I did 
not come here with the object of confessmg you ! ” 
Anatole France, adorned with his purple cap, curves his 
back, lowers his eyes, crosses episcopal hands on a breast 
of humihation, and purrs devoutly 
“ Give me your blessmg. Father, for I have sinned 
greatly 1 ” 

“Yes, my son,” rephes Monsignor Duchesne, entering 
into the game, “yes, my dear and illustnous son, you 
have sinned greatly But there are degrees of evd 
To desert the Academy is a vernal sm Whereas lust and 
the dehghts of the flesh lead straight to heU ” 

“ Are you so sure of that ? I am not so absurd as to 
thmk of debatmg with so subtle a divme as you It is 
not for the buddmg clenc to teach tncks to the canon 
But I wdl open my soul candidly to you And much I 
fear that they wdl go to hell, not the poor devds who obey 
the law of nature, but the proud ones who meet m a 
chapel to throw bouquets at one another and epithets 
meet ordy for the Olympians They co mmit the most 
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abomriable of £ll sins, tlie sia that brought into the 
vorld iabonr and sorrovr and love and death : the sin 
of pride,” 

* * * ♦ ^ 

THE FOUXTAIH OF YOUTH 
Z’lacame remarks : 

“ A new suit I A new tie ! Patent leather boots I 
'Why, yon are becoming auite unrecognizable Ton hare 
acre ally taken to using scent ! That’s a very poor kind 
of eau-de-cologne, by the way : it smells of lemon. Pray, 
have yon dis-oovered the Fountain of Youth ? ” 

“Alas, no, Madam e. Even should I discover it the 
same thing would hanuen to me that haonened to the 
hero of the fable. He was a man of ripe age, like me, 
and being on the brink of the grave set himself to reSect 
on etemitv. So he took a palmer’s sta5 and cockle-shell 
and started oE for Rome, to obtam absolution for his 
sins : of which he stood in dim need, for they were egre- 
gio ns, and the pope alone conld undertake such a washing- 
day as would be needed. He kissed the pontiS s shpper, 
and ‘ Ego fe absoloo/ said the pope, ’ but for your penance 
yon must go a pilgrimage to the land of Cockaigne.’ ” 

“ Oh la, la f That was a charming penance ! ” 

“ Patience, patience I That good country, you know, 
is specially bl^ of God. Eternal spring reigns there. 
All along the roads and the streets stand tables groaning 
beneath the weight of h?-To> and pies and galantines of 
which yon r?-7 sit down and eat your bellyfuL Day and 
night the shops are open : you go in and come out as you 
list, carxymg od whatever you hke — and the good woman 
of the shop mto the bargain if she is comely. There are 
rivers of wine and lakes of cream, as m the country of 
Papimanie of the Driest of Meudon or in the Isle of Plea- 
sures of the Bishop of Camorai.” 
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" Every child sucking its thumb knows that Don’t 
spin it out so > You are not paid by the yard Come to 
the Fountam of Youth ' " 

" In the fair land of Cockaigne all is m common " 

" The women too ? " 

" The women, hke everythmg else ” 

" Dehghtful country, upon my word • ” 

'* Ah, yes mdeed They are ^ fair and all graaous 
Every morning they bathe m the Foimtam of Youth 
thus they never lose their freshness ” 

" At last we’ve got there f ” 

" Whoever bathes m that spring, be he old or gouty, 
grey-haired, bent, or toothless, comes out shining with 
youth and a set of new teeth ” 

" Well, IV ell, and what about the pemtent sent by the 
pope to get absolution m the land of Cockaigne You’ve 
quite forgotten hun ” 

" No, I have not forgotten him. He was old like me 
And there he was, just ready to step mto the waters of the 
miraculous fountam, when he suddenly thought of the 
oldest of his true loves His soul was so tender that he 
clapped on his clothes agam and went off to look for her, 
to bnng her back with him to the Fountam of Youth ” 

" How very touchmg ! ” 

" Alas ! Once out of the land of Cockaigne, do what he 
would he could never find the way back there The 
moral of which is that, when we are well off, we should 
never think of our friends ” 

♦ * ♦ * * 

HEREDIA’S TIES 

“ You like Heredia’s sonnets ’ They are so laboured, 
and so artifiaal ! He has a horror of simphaty He 
collects rare words as children do pebbles and bits of 
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glass, and piUsg^ dictionaries looking for them To give 
himself inspiration, he gets dmnk on the Alphabetical 
List of Predons Stones or the Catalogue of the Artineiy 
Museum Theophile Gautier did the same, but in a less 
frenzied vray. Heredia’s work, being manufactured 
vrith the dictionary, consequently needs the dictionan* to 
decipher it like some sonorous antiQue inscription. He 
is a vrorker in mosaic. His poetry has no sense or depth, 
but is a sort of incantation like a lullaby for babies, 
entirely exterior. It’s true that it ghtters. He stuck 
mto it all the treasures of his ancestors, the conquistadors 
m vrhich he had the belief of a man m a fortune of vrhich 
he has been robbed. And, although he vras disinherited 
of the fabulous vrealth of his forbears, he was yet the 
most gilded of all gilded youths. He had plenty of money 
and he was extremely handsome, which was an injustic-e, 
for good looks are enonga in themselv^ He used to 
wear ties as glittering as his sonnets For the rest, he was 
one of the best men in the world,” 


* * * * * 


cp^o guiA 


A3SURDUM 


“ The best theological argument in the arsenal of be- 
lievers is stall Cr'do O'" r Acs ’rd'fj", the prc-of of Gca bv 
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worn, and comfortable to wear Our rebgion is as vane- 
gated as a Harlequm’s dress Imagme Jean Gerson, or 
one of the learned men of Port-Royal, commg back to life 
and gomg into one of our fashionable churches They 
wouldn’t stay there long These Itahanized httle cere- 
monies, these wee altars to St Anthony of Padua, and 
Our Lady of Lourdes, and Our Lady of la Salefte, 
and the Blessed Heart would make them cry out 
“ Idolatry I ” 

" If absurdity is a form of grace, I am ready to turn 
Buddhist or fire-worshipper or Parsee or Shmtoist It is 
not that I think those faiths are more absurd than ours, 
but their absurdity is altogether foreign, and consequently 
stih more absurd and more divme " 

4 : * * * * 

NAPOLEON THE SUBLIME BUFFOON 

"Napoleon was a sublime buffoon The most illu- 
mmatmg anecdote I know about him is that when he was 
at Lyons on his way back from the Isle of Elba That is 
really the pearl of my collection You know that he 
landed in Provence wiA a handful of old soldiers Prac- 
tically he had neither troops nor money Three or four of 
his men he sent as ambassadors to Antibes, where they 
were put m prison The mule laden with his slender 
treasury feU over a precipice A bad beginrung for the 
conquest of France J Avoidmg the departments of the 
South which had renounced Caesar after the abdication, 
he reached Grenoble and Lyons by the mountains At 
Avignon, to avoid being cut to pieces like Brune, the 
Emperor, the anomted of the Lord, had to put on a foot- 
man’s hvery and sit beside the coachman But you know 
all that Let’s come to Lyons There he is at one end 
of the bndge of La Guillotidre At the other end of the 
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bndge are tbe troops of the Due d'Angoul^e. On one 
bank, anarchy, an outlawed adventurer vhom anyone 
can destro}’ hke a mad dog He who shall kill Napoleon 
and nd the kings of this nightmare will be made duke, 
pnnee, or milhonaire — he will be the darhng of Pro\i- 
dence • On the other bank, order, legitimacy, authonty, 
the army 

"Napoleon was brave; but he was ridiculous Up 
the inchne of the bndge he ad\'ances, alone, his hand m his 
breast He has no prestige, save the prestige of an image 
from the Epmal factones He v ears the uniform of the 
hght infantry of the Guard On horseback, ymu know, he 
looked well enough, but on foot hke a bow-legged counter- 
jumper Now he forbids his soldiers to follow him ’cthere 
are not so many that he can nsk them ’ If he can cross 
the bndge, he wiU have regained France and legahty. 
The outlaw will then be the law But there’s the regular 
army > He’s at the mercy of a smgle shot He advances 
in traditional style The old soldiers recognize him and 
wave their bearskins on the points of their bayonets 
And what does Napoleon do ^ This is the point where 
his buffoonery* touches the sublime He rushes on the 
soldier who is loudest in cryung : Long hve the Em- 
peror 1 ’ shakes him hke a plum tree, and m a temble 
voice shouts : ' You have betrayed your chief I I have 
no love for traitors • Now I trust that you will make 
me forget your treason, by fightmg at my side against 
the enemies of France i ’ 

" That is to say m plam French : ' I trust that you will 
plunge stiU deeper mto your treason by fightmg for me. 
And the old soldier, who could have killed him and won 
a fortune, only shouts the louder * ' Long hve the Em- 
peror ! ’ ” 
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AN HISTORIC SAYING 

"Napoleon possessed m a supreme degree the thor- 
oughly Itahan art of ennobhng common thmgs My 
fnend, Xavier de Ricard, once told me a very significant 
fact about his grandfather who was at Waterloo He 
was a lad of barely seventeen, for Napoleon owmg to lack 
of men combed even the schools for soldiers Thus m 
that happy tune you might pass from the history class to 
history and sometimes to postenty, without other tran- 
sition than by exchangmg your college cap for the Light 
Volunteers’ uniform It was m the Light Volunteers, I 
think, that young de Ricard was put. Dunng the battle 
the Emperor wanted to mount his horse He was suffer- 
ing that day from hemorrhoids, an mcommodity to which 
several histonans have attnbuted the loss of the day 
From what does not the fate of empues depend ! Cleo- 
patra's nose may be the finger of God ! The emperor 
then wants to mount He calls a soldier to help him mto 
the saddle and young de Ricard, drunk with joy and pnde, 
stoops, forms a stirrup with his hands, and hoists up the 
emperor with such enthusiasm — that he goes nght over 
the other side of his horse Napoleon falls to earth like a 
sack of potatoes, and nsmg, pale m the face, shouts 
‘ Imbecile 1 Idiot ! You shall be shot I ’ 

" Imagme the soul of the poor schoolboy, disguised as a 
soldier, who begms his career by upsettmg his emperor ! 
Somethmg like Fabnce del Dongo m the Charircusc de 
Parme The lad follows the emperor like his shadow, for 
tTnnkg he, if he IS to be shot, he must not go elsewhere it 
would be cowardice on his part to go and get shot by the 
enemy 1 Meanwhile thin gs go from bad to worse for 
France But the lad notices nothmg , all he thmks is 
' When am I to be shot ? ' At the end of the day, m the 
midst of the rout, Napoleon recognizes him and, wth a 
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smile, pats him %vith his fevered hand on the cheek covered 
vnth the down of youth ‘ My boy,’ he says, ‘ never for- 
get that m the day of defeat you helped your emperor 
mto the saddle ’ 

“ You perceive the dodge ? Out of a caricature he 
malces an emblem of heroism " 

t t ^ ^ 

CESAR'S WIFE CANNOT BE FALSE 

"YTien he was at St Helena, Napoleon knew quite 
wcU that his wife was false to liim He could not be 
Ignorant of the scandal of Mane-Louise's life vath Neip- 
perg, for Louis X^HII’s government was base enowgh to 
send him daily accounts of their vile deeds — almost the 
only news m fact that was allowed to reach the captive 
Well, he pretended to know nothmg about it He would 
constantly speak of Mane-Louise’s early arrival to join 
him and dictated protests against the attitude of the 
courts of France and Vienna who prevented the most 
virtuous of wves from coming to join her husband in 
pnson He knew day bj'’ day, and hour by hour how he 
was made a fool of, but he was determined to play tlie 
comed3^ or, rather, the tragedy, out An emperor must 
not be deceived by his w’lfc in the sight of all postenty ! 
So in his w'lll he aw arded the flighty empress a magmficcnl 
certificate of conjugal fidelity " 

* It ♦ * • 

HANDS OFF 

"He need to terrify women, who feared his faentir 
alino-t ns much as his disfa'''our, seeing that he tri ited 
tluni hie so man)’ courtesans m a camp Only a c id 
could ha\c done as he did when a woman v ho v a- m low. 
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\ntli him asked for his portrait and he gave her a napo- 
leon, saying ' Take that one ’ 

" Sometimes he used to go to masked balls and flitted 
about m disguise among the ladies who were compelled 
by order to be present — just like soldiers on parade 1 
But in spite of his hood and dommo, the ogre could always 
be recognized by his habit of gomg with one hand m his 
waistcoat and the other behind his back, and the couples . 
would be struck stiff with fnght while he passed One 
day while he was playing at bhndman’s-bufi he passed his 
hands over a young ballet dancer’s eyes ' Oh, what 
ugly hands ! ’ cned out the thoughtless creature Napo- 
leon was completely nonplussed and protested ' No, 
they'ra not ! Look ! Look and see how small and white 
they are 1 ' for he was very vam of his hands and feet " 

♦ * ♦ ♦ ♦ 

NATURAL HISTORY 

“ Like all men from over the Alps Napoleon was 
grotesquely pompous When he was choosmg the arms 
for the Empire, some proposed the hon, the kmg of 
beasts , others the Galhc cock. 

“ ‘ I want none of your cock,’ he cned m disgust ' A 
creature that hves on the dung-hiU and lets itself be 
gobbled up by the fox ! I want the eagle, the bird that 
bears Jove's thimder and looks the sun m the face 1 ' 

" That's what you might call natural history reasons ” 

♦ # ♦ ♦ ♦ 

HE WAS A CORPORAL 

" One thmg is impossible to deny that he had an extra- 
ordinary memory But it was a memory not for ideas 
but for figures, a sort of countmg-hoqse memory 
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" ‘ My affairs/ lie said, ' are classified m my brain as 
m a desk When I want to put somethmg aside I shut one 
drawer and open another When I want to sleep I shut 
all the drawers and I do sleep ’ 

" He also said ‘ I am mcapable of remembenng a hne 
of poetry But I know all my establishment reports by 
heart ’ He was not boastmg, as he proved once to one of 
‘ his generals ' I have read your estabhshment reports,’ 
he said ‘ They are correct, with the exception of two 
pieces of cannon you have omitted There are two 
' fours ' on the high road outside the town,' the town in 
question bemg one of the innumerable small places in 
France like Quimper, Corentm, or Pezenas 

" He dehghted m mtimidatmg people by unexpected 
questions, like ‘ posers ’ put to schoolboys, without giving 
them time to reply 

" He was, besides, as brutal as any corporal Once at a 
ball he asked a lady m tone of a custom-house officer 
demandmg her passport, ‘ Are you married ^ Have you 
any children ^ How many ^ When are you leaving ? 


He was a corporal 

" There was a great banquet given at Orleans m 1808 
when Napoleon was passmg through the town Vast 
feasts and rejoicings were organized at an unheard of cost 
vath specially formed guards of honour and what not 
The bishop, the prefect, the general, and the municipal 
authonties outdid one another in devotion and servility 
Fmally Napoleon arrived covered vath dust and out of 
temper Vdiile he was devouring a vang of snipe at 
dinner, he suddenly turned to one of the members of the 


municipal council 

” ' What’s the population of the town ’ ' 

" ‘ About forty or fifty thousand souls, sire ’ 

" ' Is it forty, or is it fifty ^ You should 1 now 
“ Another ' poser ’ to the neighbour on his left 
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" ‘ How far is it from here to the mouth of the Orleans 
canal ? ' 

" ' I do not know exactly, sire ' 

" ' You ought to know ! ' 

" The same question was put to the other guests One 
said * A league ’ Others ‘ A league and a half ’ 
Napoleon only laughed at their contradictions Fmally 
he attacked the mayor 

" ‘ How much IS there m the mumapal treasury ? ’ 

" ‘ Three hundred thousand francs, sire ’ 

“ ' Good I wiU take them ' 

'' Then the mayor, his brow wet with terror, handed 
over the three himdred thousand francs of the good town 
of Orleans, never to see them agam It is true that Mr 
Mayor was made a baron of the Empire ” 

* « * * * 

THE GUILTIEST 

" His mother, Laetitia, the madre Roinana, as his bio- 
graphers comically call her, was really a character of 
comedy What people took for digmty m her was per- 
petual lU-humour She had a good deal of the heffana, 
the witch that is used to frighten Roman children, and 
also somethmg of Madame PemeUe She was greedy of 
money and suspiaous At bottom she grudged Napoleon 
his successes and his glory and never forgave him for sup- 
plantmg his elder brother, Joseph When did anybody 
hear of the inhentance gomg to a yoimger son m a good 
Corsican family ? And the inhentance of the Bonapartes 
was France, and a few other kmgdoms Napoleon visibly 
submitted to the ascendancy of his mother He listened 
to her talky-talk and professed to find it good sense It 
was m order to pacify her that he gave thrones to Joseph 
and Luaen and his sisters, and to all the gens, mcluding 


o 
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even the inept Junot The Duchesse d’Albany said an 
admirable thing about Laetitia, the viadfe Romana, who 
looks in David’s picture of the coronation like one of the 
Fates or some phantom of misfortime After Waterloo 
she took refuge with Fesch at Rome, where the populace 
hissed her ‘ Perhaps,’ wrote the duchess, ' the Romans 
were wrong to hoot the decrepit old thmg It seems she 
IS a good woman For me, she is simply the guiltiest 
womb m Chnstendom ’ ” 

* * -^ * :»• 

I NEED NO GLORY 

" After all Napoleon had the good sense of the common 
folk from whom he sprung, and where this popular good 
sense shows most vigorously is m the corrections of the 
Momteur, the proofs of which on bemg submitted to him 
he slashed about with forcible annotations Thus durmg 
the war m Spam, the offiaal editor had %vntten after a 
battle ' The emperor with forces much inferior to the 
enemy inflicted a decisive defeat on him ' In the margm 
Napoleon wrote ‘ Idiot ! I need no glory I have 
more than I want already But I need people to tlunk 
that I have soldiers, and I have not ’ Cuttmg out the 
sentence, he replaced it by ‘ At the head of forces far 
supenor to those of the enemy, the emperor gamed a 
bnlhant victory ’ 

" Another example of Napoleon's good common sense 
A prefect of a department m the South, where a sort of 
guenlla royahst rebellion was gomg on, wrote to him ' that 
tile deserters had taken refuge m the woods, but that lie 
had put the gendarmes on tlieir track and he hoped to 
bnng them back to barracks ' Napoleon jocularly 
remarked ‘ Tell him to leave tlie deserters alone Tlicy 
are coi\ards who wall never be any good as soldiers, and 



THE GREAT MAN WAS NOT A MAN 211 

would turn tail at the first shot But teU him to send me 
his gendarmes without an instant’s delay They at all 
events are fightmg men ! ’ ” 

* ♦ ♦ * ♦ 

THE GREAT MAN WAS NOT A MAN 

" He was a huSoon, and a sick man His father and his 
grandfather both died of cancer sarrhus it was called 
then It was from them that he inhented the infir mity 
which has made the poehcally mclmed compare him to 
Prometheus bemg tom by the vulture The great man 
was not a man at aU , or at least, hardly You only have 
to read m the report of his autopsy of the astonishment of 
the English surgeons at the femmme appearance of the 
emperor’s coipse He was never really attracted by the 
fair sex, and only loved one woman glory — or war, for 
to him they were the same Like the greater number of 
despots, he was a perturbed spirit and set the world by the 
ears because he was mcapable of enjoymg his own bed 
Before you come to soaal mequahties, there are the m- 
equahties of nature Why am I ugly, feeble, and de- 
formed ? Why was my brother bom with charmmg 
features that open all women’s hearts to him ? There 
you have the ongm of the Contrat Soctal It’s because 
Jean-Jacques was a cold fish that he set the whole earth 
on fire In the East most revolutions have been made by 
eunuchs Say what you will, it’s the same with us 
After '89 the biU of the pohtical stage was topped by bas- 
tards, hunchbacks, and the lame, halt, and impotent 
Napoleon was not, m the stnct sense of the word, impo- 
tent, but he wasn’t a particularly lusty fellow either 
Not much of the Luxor obelisk about him 1 Was he 
ever really m love ^ Did he ever feel what Plato com- 
pares to ‘ the horses boltmg with the chariot of the 
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soul ? ’ With the dog’s life that he led, he hardly had 
the time 

“ A galley-slave has a happier life than Napoleon He 
worked everywhere and always * at table, at the theatre, 
in his carnage, m his bath He hardly slept three hours 
a night He wore every one out He was not a man, 
but a machine Of course vanous love-idylls are attn- 
buted to him, but such poor idylls, hke a corporal’s 
romances > Once m Eg5^t he felt a sudden attraction 
for his neighbour at table, the wife of one of his colleagues 
He snatched up a decanter and upset it on the fair one’s 
dress and then took her mto his room under pretext of 
drymg it, while the good husband, faithful to his place m 
the hierarchy, waited t 

“ No, he was a man who never loved anyone but him- 
self As for Josephine, that w^ a mere affair She 
dazzled him, and her flat m the Rue Chantereine was well 
furnished and supphed with good hnen If he had knovn 
that the bills w^ere unpaid and the silver hired, perhaps he 
would have married Montansier 

“ Then there was his quarrel with George, when he 
turned her out naked m the presence of the sentry present- 
mg arms f 

“ Isn’t that a scene that would seU the seats at the 
Vaudeville at five times them pnce ^ ” 

* * ♦ ♦ * 

CESAR’S IMPOTENCE 

” The island of St Helena appears to us through the 
fog of history as a kmd of Mt Sinai, on which the emperor 
stands, his head wneathed m bghtmng But 5'ou only 
have to glance through the memoirs of the men who 
followed him into exile, and even the Memorial, to be 
struck by the burlesque character of the end of the 
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tragedy Sir Hudson Lowe was not quite so black as he 
was painted, and his prisoner was insupportable He 
imagined himself always emperor When he was at Elba 
in the space of a few months Napoleon turned the island 
topsy-turvy, had a port built and roads made, and gave a 
constitution to the inhabitants If his gaoler had allowed 
him, he would have transformed St. Helena into a French 
department The fact is that he was d3Tng of boredom at 
not bemg able to govern, pardon, blow up ministers, issue 
proclamations, impose taxes, and foil conspnacies The 
man's activity was prodigious to the pomt of bemg un- 
wholesome and doubtless sprang from a physical defect m 
him Great man as he was, you know, Napoleon — how 
shall*! put it ? He was, yes, he was distmctly reserved 
with the fair sex. He certainly loved Josephme, and had 
two or three other httle affairs , but that’s not much for a 
man, especially an emperor We are not to suppose that 
opportunities were lackmg Well, he not only did not 
seek them he fled from them 
"The Corsican corporal came out m his positively 
blackguardly behaviour with the channmg Custme She 
was drawn up m hne with all the Court one Sunday mom- 
mg at the Tuilenes, as he came from Mass Going 
straight to her he said m his harsh dnll sergeant's voice 
" ' Are you as fond of men as ever ? ' 

" Brute ! But she took him down finely, emperor or 
no 

“ ' Yes, sire,' she answered, ' when they are pohte.' 

" Courageous httle woman, she avenged her sex 1 No 
man susceptible of passion could have behaved hke that 
Notice, too, that he was completely taken by surprise 
and looked qmte disconcerted At bottom be did not 
like women He despised them He was lackmg m the 
capacity for love Oh, I know that it is said he had ^ 
not a lover’s disposition, because he had not time for 
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love ’ How very simple, to be sure ’ He bad not a 
lover's disposition, because be was pb^-sicabj^ incomplete 
and because, just as in tbe case of Jean- Jacques, bis m- 
firmity was tbe cause of bis ambition and bis genius 
Tbe doctor wbo performed tbe autopsj- on bim before 
embalming tbe body bas left us no doubt on tbe pomt. 
Mlien tbe body was stripped, it bad an almost feminine 
appearance Napoleon was plump — debcately fat His 
breasts were developed bej'ond tbe normal Ei ? '//-c 
crudvmni, as Bossuet says If Laetiha Ramobno’s son 
oi ertumed tbe world and made blood run bke ramwater, 
it was because be was impotent ” 

* 4- * # t 

JUPITER SCAPIX 

" B}’’ blood Napoleon belonged to that supple, prolific 
race, that furmsbes tbe world with Cssars, popes, tenors, 
cooks, and diplomatists Cassander, Pancrace, Dr Tart- 
aglia, r^IacbiaveUi, Mazarm, tbe Abbe Gabam, Marfono, 
Pasqumo, and so forth His compatriots — ^not tbe Cor- 
sicans, but the Itabans — ^had no doubt about it them- 
selves MTien tbe pope vas hesitating vbetber to go to 
Napoleon's coronation, the cardinals said to bun . ‘ T ou 
should go, boty Father He is an Itaban, vbom ve are 
imposing on the barbarians ’ 

“ And so the pope came as gilt on tbe coronation gm- 
gcr-bread \Miat a tragi-comed3*, as Alfred de ^ign> 
said ' \Mio vas it nicknamed Napoleon ' Jupiter Scap- 
m ’ ' There \ou ha^e the vhole thing He vas a 
buffoon, and he was sublime, and that is what cast a 
spell on the populace The great Napoleon had one fo''t 
all the time in tlic gutter Look at the niclmamcs that 
nis oM soldiers ga\ e him ‘ the little crop head,’ ‘ the little 

corporal ’ And the innumerable popular images of him, Oi 
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which tlie most famous is that on top of the column With 
his odd face, scant}^ attire, and strange hair, he looks hke 
Gnaifron ! 1 Only the slapstick is wanting These repro- 
ductions tell a tale of themselves What Georgia would 
try to depict the reign of Louis XIV m Epmal images ? 
Yet the Sun-Kong had his coronation and victones and 
mistresses and defeats, and his pompous death If 
Napoleon crossed the Beresma, Loms XIV crossed the 
Rhme Both of them quairelled with the pope But 
the king remains majestic, even when he is playing bil- 
hards, and defies cancature He is alwa}^ in bis great 
wig and always noble, even on his stool Whatever 
Michelet may say of Louis XIV’s fistula, it did not make 
him Ridiculous and he bore the operation with the digmty 
befittmg a Sun-Kmg No one would have dreamed of 
puttmg him into street songs or on to the hds of snufi- 
boxes Whereas without B^ranger and the hawkers 
Napoleon, or at least the Napoleonic legend, would not 
exist That is the tnumph of vulganty ” 

“ At the same time, from the hterary pomt of view, his 

proclamations and correspondence ” 

" AU that IS hocussed, my friend He had a band of 
pedants who parrotted him and manufactured his histone 
saymgs When he spoke out of his own head he was 
comic, tnvial, and as for bemg eloquent, why, my poor 
boy, he didn’t know French He used to gabble a sort of 
half Itahan jargon He spoke hke a conaerge and said 
‘ armistice ’ for ‘ amnesty,’ and ‘ section ' for ‘ session ’ ” 

♦ * ♦ # 

YOU TAKE ME ABACK 

" It was a young pnest, still fresh from the mould of 
the semmaiy, and a bit of an ass He was confessmg for 

» Gnaffron is a character m the Lyons Punch and Judy — J P 
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the first time Before sendmg him to the holy tnbunal 
his vicar had admomshed him * 

" ‘ My friend, make the penance fit the number of times 
that the sm has been committed The best is to manage 
it by twos if the pemtent has sinned twice, make him 
teU his beads so many dozen times , if four times, double 
the penance , if six times, tnple it ’ 

“ ‘ That IS what I wiU do, sir,’ said the abb^, with a 
heart full of innocence, and went to shut himself up m the 
holy cupboard 

" There came a young girl who knelt and cned ‘ Pec- 
cavi ’ 

“ ‘ Father,’ said she, ‘ I accuse myself of having com- 
mitted the sm of the flesh ’ , 

“ ' How often, my child ? ’ 

“ ' Three times, my Father ’ 

" * Three times ? You take me somewhat aback, my 
child I have no penance arranged for three times, but 
only for t^\ o or four Go away and do it again and then 
come back ’ ” 


t 

HE HAS GIVEN ME A CROOKED NOSE 

He has hung the portrait painted of him by Cam^re in 
the batliroom, on top of the mirror, between some Japan- 
ese pnnts and satincal water-colours by Gyp with cunous 
inscnptions One represents Anatole France m the midst 
of all his heroines Another has a number of dogs in 
unbecoming attitudes. 

" How have 5mu the impudence to relegate this master- 
piece of Camcre’s to this place along ivith your footbath 
and ) our tooth-brushes ? ” asks Madame 

“ If it's a masterpiece, I can onl} say it is not a master- 
piece of likeness ! He has given me a crooked no'^c ' 
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there was one pavement for people going one way and 
another for those gomg the other I was shown notice- 
boards where it was all -written up Everybody must 
obej’- these meticulous regulations, except of course, 
officers of high rank, for whom way must be made I 
asked my Berhn friends who were so amiable and atten- 
•bve ‘ But what happens to -the lunatic, -the lover and 
the poet m the imdst of all these notice-boards ^ ’ The 
kind Berhners answered . ' They are taken to the pohce- 
station and are heavily fined or sometimes put m prison ’ 
How mce for them * The capital of Germany is a 
model of order, and poets and other dreamers must get 
out of -the town and wander m the country 

" A pohceman made us a regular scene on account of a 
newspaper that we had left on a bench m the Tiergarten 
Happily Madame speaks German like the late Mr Goethe 
^^Tlen he learned -that we were French, the pohceman 
grew more accommodating and excused our misdemean- 
our m consideration of the national thoughtlessness of 
France, as bemg a country without rules or order, where 
anarchists walk on the right or the left of the street as 
the}’- -wish The affair ended, as always, -with a tip , but I 
had to pick up the paper and carry it m my humihated 
hand to the -wire waste-paper basket Madame ivas 
furious ‘ Oh, if I had only had my camera > ' she sighed 
‘ I should have taken a photo as evidence of Germamc 
feroaty ’ As for myself I was much tickled by the 
madent 

" Did you get my postcard sho-wmg the guard bemg 
changed at -the Palace ^ That’s really a spectacle firom 
another age I watched it one day It v as raining, as it 
does only at Berhn, pounng as if the v ater were bemg emp- 
■tied m buckets from -the low, gloomy sk}’, so that I could 
hardly hold up my groarung umbrella under -the deluge 
But -the guard marched past impeccably, "with all its 
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glory and its drums and fifes and the soldiers’ boots crash- 
ing on to the ground so that the water spouted up from the 
asphalt to ]om that m the heavens The poor wretches 
made me think of the aJlegoncal bronzes m the fountains 
at Versailles But here the mythological grandeur was 
merely burlesque I can still see a drum-major, topped 
with a sort of metal mitre as high as a good-sized boy 
The ram poured down off that catafalque as off the gable 
of a garret and rolled along his nose and moustaches m 
fantastic cascades And he the while marched impas- 
sively thrmvmg his stick towards the angry skies and then 
ta kin g five or six steps forward, when the stick, enveloped 
m the tempest, came back to his streaming hands hke a 
tramed bird Humbled m my national pnde, I put up a 
httle prayer under my quakmg umbrella I said to the 
Almighty ' Lord, if you exist, send a cold m the bead to 
this excessively superb drum-major Make hi m sneeze 
on parade, and let this presumptuous mortal receive the 
heavy knob of his stick m his massive face And I will 
cry to him with all my heart God bless you ! ' Alas, 
the gods do not hsten to the prayers of the just, but please 
themselves with the tnumph of miqmty It was I who 
caught the cold m watching the impassive drum-major 
It was I who sneezed 

“ Then we had another mishap One afternoon 
Madame and I went into a cafi and asked for beer The 
propnetor rushed out mdignantly, sa3ung ‘ Go away at 
once I shall give you nothmg This is an officers’ caf^ ! ’ 
Madame whispered to me ‘ Then you have the nght to 
be here TeU him you are an officer of the Legion of Hon- 
our' But we went on to beg a bock elsewhere 

" These officers are really the plague of Berhn With- 
out them life there would be tolerable, but they are aU 
round you, and everywhere They brag and they bully, 
they shove before you mto omnibuses and tramways out 
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ofiiieirttim Their manners are insiiEerable In Paris a 
lientenani vrho allovred himself to hnstie an elderly vroman 
would have his face bashed. 

" There is, however, one thing that they have better 
than ourselves There are places in the snbiirbs of Berlin 
where you can spend the evening for a democratic sum 
drink excelient beer, eat good sausages, and listen to real 
music, iyfadame and I went one Sunday to one of them 
where every couple and every family had its own httle 
arbour in the garden ; and there is nothing I prize so 
much in a restaurant as elbow-room and intimacy. 

“ In these ' restaurant gardens ' — ^there is a name for 
them, but I’ve forgotten it, if I ever heard it — every one 
takes his ease as if he were at home, and can ei^oy the 
intimacy of his arbour as though it were a private room 
Of coimse, its only possible m summer. You have at 
once the freshness of the night and of the beer, the sp ce of 
the sausages, and the romantic sound of the stmiphomes. 
I know very little about music, not hatung the ear for it ; 
but Madame is highly musical. She told me tlmt the} 
were givirg the worlmaen and middle-class folk jcu their 
Sunday outing first-rate music that evening i Bach, 
Beethoven, Schumann, and Lisrt But I am Juke the 
illustrious Kant who could barely distinguish goo'^d mus c 
from bad. V,*hat he hked was the good, strong, l^aiiutan 
land f. 


“ If you want to hear a concert like that in Pa! ns, p-* 
formed by as large and skilful an crchestra, you ost c 
bume at least twenU francs In Berlin the vho'Je th:"a. 
beer and sausages combined, only cost fi^e mark"? ard 1 
ha\ e rarelv eaten such .=-a\ oura sa^^saces ard smet iav. 
cr drank such fresn, froth}, ent.cng beer Th^tj:re^^ 
no service and no tipp ng bat evert cne tc'^'^:^ a t ch'-t 
a-’d went to a counter vhcre be got a basket co: 
cus rrcai ard a p^per nap’nn cn }ou haa o jc 


I 


S 
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took back your basket and plates to the counter and were 
returned part of your money Nothmg could be more 
economical or more practical What a pity that our 
French workmen have not similar establishments to go to 
on Simdays Only would they care much for Bach, Beet- 
hoven, and Wagner ? As far as music goes, I think they 
probably share the tastes of Kant and of your humble 
servant for the good, strong, militar y kmd 
We went to Potsdam also The Germans are very 
proud of Potsdam, and put it above Versailles , and for - 
their Samt-Cloud they have Charlottenburg ” 

***** 

THE FLAG GAME 

" A shght mishap occurred to us at Potsdam The day 
we went, the museums and the palaces were for some 
reason or other shut Nothing is so disconcertmg as 
Prussian ways and customs Madame, who knows 
German like Goethe, entered mto conversation with the 
sentry, who was extremely flattered by talkmg to so 
well-messed a lady And this m Prussia at the palace 
door of the dreaded Fntz ! In France the ptouptou ^ 
on guard would have met us with a ' Pass along there I ’ 
Here a foreign lady converses with the sentmel She 
asks him what part of the country he comes from Is 
the service hard ? Won't he just accept — ? In two 
mmutes they were the best fnends m the world and, 
confidence leadmg to confidence, soon came to questions 
of State Close by the big ofl&cial door guarded by the 
sentry another httle one was half concealed, by which it 
was possible to shp mto the palace The man explamed 
m great detail how we should seduce the concierge Thus, 

I The equivalent of our " Tommy J P 
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thanks to the soldier on guard, we two French people 
walked straight through the orders for the day 

“ In the chapel, which is really beautiful, Madame felt 
greatly upset There, from the vault above the tomb of 
Frederick with the Prussian eagle on it, sadly hang 
innumerable French flags taken durmg the wars of the 
Empire and m ’70 Tom, pierced with bullets, black 
with powder, they still bear their regimental numbers 
Some have nothmg but them staffs, surmounted by the 
imperial eagle This martial display affected Madame to 
the pomt of tears, and I had much trouble m restonng 
her good humour 

“ ‘ WeU,’ said I, ' and what about the Invahdes ? Yes, 
the Invahdes ! There you can see nearly as • many 
German flags as French here Whatever colour they 
may be, they are like cards m a card-game One wms, 
the other loses If no one lost, no one would wm The 
fact IS that this game is hke aU games of chance nations 
are rumed by it By wmnmg, you lose , by losmg, you 
wm And m the end you are the same Jack-pudding 
you were before And to thmk that for thousands of 
years men play this dreary flag game ! ” 

THE SACRIFICE OF THE "STEW" 

“ As we came out of the chapel we passed a fatigue 
party m the courtyard carrymg the Sunday ' stew 
They were m undress, jolly, happy, and looked as peaceful 
as possible The stew was cooked to perfection and 
exhaled a most appetizmg odour You know, a soldier s 
stew, in Germany as well as m France, is a divme dish 
if it’s well cooked Suddenly, as our men were going 
towards the mess, beanng aloft their dehcious dish of 
mutton on a stretcher hke some shnne, appeared a great 



THE FUTURE CITY 


223 

lanky officer such as Caran d’Ache depicts, busby, sha- 
brack, panther skin, leather breeches and fall A field 
marshal, it seems In one second our peaceful soldiers 
had dropped the stew and were domg the goose-step so 
that the sparks flew from the pavmg-stones trader the 
nails of their boots 1 ' 

" I said to Madame 

” ' Now I am alarmed If there is a war with Germany, 
we are lost ’ 

“ ‘ And why, pray ? ’ 

" ‘ Why ’ You can ask me, why ? You have eyes 
for nothing then The most significant omens escape you 
Do you think that any soldiers could be found ra France 
who WQuld drop a " stew,” cooked hke that, to salute the 
Archangel Michael himself with his wings of gold ? ' " 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

THE FUTURE CITY 

” How dismal the perfect state of soaety for which we 
sigh will be I Don't talk to me of the aty of God, where 
there wiU be no antique shops or booksellers or print 
dealers I tell you the ideal will be always a httle Pans 
drop on the left bank of the Seme You go there m 
the evening, when your day is done, to finger over the 
bargains Perhaps you leave a few lotus there You’ll 
always find something worth while The owner of the 
shop knows his business and his talk is full of interest 
The httle lady of the shop is often attractive And 
sometimes you can add her too to your collection when 
she comes, one morning, to bring you the cuno you have 
bought ” ^ 


* * * ♦ 


* 
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I AM M INGRES 

” One evening I was at the Theatre Itahen m the 
Place Ventadour. The curtain had been up some tune 
when a httle man entered, lookmg for a seat, but they 
were all full Then he came to me, tapped me on the 
shoulder, and said 

“ ‘ Give me your place, young man I am M 
Ingres ’ 

“ I rose and bowed to him with deep emotion, 
and all the evemng remamed standmg by his side m 
ecstasy ” 

* ♦ * » * 

c- 

MULTIPLICA TION 

It is New Year’s Eve, and he is buymg some drawings 
and old engravings, over which he bargams, mdeed 
haggles He explains . 

“ You know I don't want things of remarkable beau^% 
but somethmg rather stnkmg It is for fnends ” 

With a malicious smile the lady of the shop remarks 
that Anatole France need only send his card with a medi- 
ocre drawmg for it to take on mcontmently an unexpected 
lustre 

“ Just so Very true Show me your box of 
fakes ” 

He chooses some, of which the dearest is not more than 
fifty francs, and gives the addresses to which these 
masterpieces are to be sent 

“ As they are presents,” says the woman, " I viU 
scratch out the prices ” 

“ No, no,” rephes Anatole France, " add one or two 
noughts ” 
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IMPORTUNATE AND INOPPORTUNE 

Josephine breaks into the middle of the conversation 
armed ivith an enormous feather brush 

" Ah, what an mopportune creature,” he sighs 

Josephme overhears and returns, brandishmg her war- 
like feathers 

" If I am importunate,” she barks, ” I can easily take 
myself ofi ! ” 

Anatole France rephes gently 

“ I did not say importunate, my good soul, but m- 
opportune There is all the difference between them ” 

" Ah, all nght, then,” says Josephme, tranquillized 

WHAT OUGHT I TO HAVE DONE? 

” Give me your opmion Did I behave yesterday hke 
a raw novice ? The lady m question is stdl allunng 
Time was when she made some stir, but now she has retired 
from the lists of hterature We were alone, dehaously 
alone , the lamp was discreetly shaded, and we had 
reached the stage of confidences ‘ She had not been as 
happy as people supposed Her mamage was a mere 
sham Children are so ungrateful As soon as they are 
of an age to make love, they imagme that their fathers, 
and still more their mothers, are only fit for the scrap 
heap And they make love so awkwardly, so hesitatmglyl 
Ah, some one was mdeed needed to preserve the good 
traditions 1 ’ All which was punctuated by deep sighs 

“ The while she groaned, the lady made tea, filled cups, 
poured out milk, crumbled her cake Her confidences 
became more and more bummg We were seated to- 
gether on the same httle couch, when suddenly — the 
electnc hght went out ! The room remamed ht by the 
ruddy glow from the hearth But the lady did not budge 

p 
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Indeed far from being alarmed by the lamp’s treachery 
she seemed to be ej^ectmg something Probably it was 
she who, without my noticmg, had turned it out ‘ How 
tiresome i ’ she said, but with a soft, coomg voice I was 
terrified and remamed like a stone image on my cushion 
with the sensation of a trap laid m the darkness I 
touched a switch and, thanks be to God ! the hght came 
on 

“ ' Good-bye, Monsieur France,' said the lady to me 
dryly. ‘ You seem very preoccupied this evenmg You 
don’t hear a word that is said to you. No doubt your 
head is full of some article ’ 

“ With that she almost put me out of the door But 
tell me, my friend, what ought I to have done ^ “hasn’t 
it for her to begm ^ ” 

THE BUDDHA 

He has bought a Buddha from a cuno-dealer and all 
the morrung looks for a place where to put the god First 
he puts it on the top of a chest, m the drawmg-room, 
between two Chmese pots Then he reflects that the god 
will be ill at ease m this room where a hfe-size Florentine 
Madonna m vivid colours presides on a dais 

“ We can’t," he says, " leave the Buddha with the 
Virgm, especially at mght Though they do not belong 
to the same rehgion, it might end by impossible hberties 
I must have qmet m the house " 

He carries the Buddha off and places him on the cowl 
over the mantelpiece m the dining-room He is dehghted 
with the result ‘ That splash of gold,’ he says, ‘ looks 
admirable agamst the brown stone ’ But on reflection 
it IS not so admirable after alL The idol’s colouring is 
too rich, and besides the room is entnely Middle Ages 
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with its cofiers and chests and church sideboards And 
before the eighteenth centmy grotesque figures were 
hardly ever used m the decoration of rooms 

“My Buddha is an anachronism here He reminds 
me of a dehghtful pnest who showed us over his church 
m Normandy It was a cha rmin g fourteenth-century 
Gothic church, but m the chon* was a pompous Louis XIV 
altar of Languedoc marble The pnest kept on sa5nng 
‘ The altar is an anachronism, but it is a dehcious anach- 
ronism ’ I rmght say the same of my Buddha It 
would be dehciously exotic m my dmmg-room Stdl one 
can’t bnng a god mto the dmmg-room, especially before 
bemg well acquamted with his psychology We know 
what.our own gods are capable of, and many of them 
have been dethroned and are therefore powerless But 
Buddha is m the full swmg of his power Of aU the 
divmities he must, I think, be the one who enjoys most 
credit on earth, if not m heaven, and counts the greatest 
number of the faithful “ 

So he takes down the Buddha 
“ I shall put him m my bedroom What better place 
could I find ? He wdl protect me ” 

The idol IS placed on the httle wntmg-desk between 
the fireplace and the wmdow 
At this pomt m comes Madam 
“ What an extraordmary idea, to buy that Buddha 1 
You foimd it m a bazaar, I suppose ^ It is absolutely 
without style So you are gomg m for pagodas now ? 
Your Buddha is a fake Lift it up and see how light it is 
It's made of poplar wood, and is of rubbishy Italian 
manufacture All you need now is to buy a paper parasol 
and a few lanterns to have a complete rephca of a demi- 
mondame’s orientalism You really bought your Buddha 
at a cuno-dealer’s ? And paid heavily for it too ? How 
clever of you to go ofi pokmg about m shops by yourself 1 
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If you had asked me to go mth 5’^ou, I should have saved 
you from such an absurdity , for I am very well up m 
Buddhas, whereas you seem to me somethmg of a green- 
horn There is a whole department of Buddhas like 
that at the Bon ]\Iarchd ” 

The Master defends his Buddha “ It’s a imique 
specimen There is one hke it at the Guimet Museum ” 

The next day he sa}^ to me " I have given you 
virgms and samts , but you have no Buddha That is 
madmissible A respectable man cannot be without a 
Buddha Take this one ” 

THE FOOT OF ENGLAND " 

“ Yes, England has a foot The other day I was 
crossmg the Parc Monceau when I saw a poor dung beetle 
lymg on its back and trymg to get upon its feet I 
held out my succounng umbrella to it, and the bnlhant- 
hued creature was already makmg for the nearest green 
patch when suddenly an Englishwoman made her ap- 
pearance m the path How did I recognize her nation- 
ahty ? Everythmg proclaimed it her mannish figure, 
her strangely coloured hair, her vinous complexion, and 
her teeth hke the keyboard of a piano — her whole chapter 
of blemishes • YTien an Enghshwoman starts out to be 
ugly, she doesn’t stop halfway, j^ou know 'Enghsh- 
women have two left arms,’ said j^our fellow Provencal, 
Rivarol Quite true And yet, when they are beautiful 

• Then, my friend, they are Venuses Well, my 

Enghshwoman was a real caricature Her nose stuck 
m a Baedeker, she marched like a hussar on parade 
Down came foot — and what a foot > — on my unluclg^ 
beetle I ^ adimt of India and of Egypt I ” 

•and besidi. ♦ * ♦ 

\ 
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TRADITION AND SOAP 

" Traditionalism is Maurras’ hobby It's a mama with 
him He will prove yon are a traditionahst without your 
knowmg an)rthmg about it What could be simpler ? 
For mstance he wiU ask you agreeably 
*' ‘ TeU me, do you wash ? ’ 

“ ' Of course I do, hke everybody else ' 

" ' Like everybody else ! That's not much Well, 
anyway, you wa^ You admit the pnnaple And how 
do you wash ? ’ 

"‘I take a piece of soap ’ 

" ‘ One moment Why do you take a piece of soap ? 
Not every one uses soap In Afnca for instance milhons 
of men never use soap Soap is a comparatively recent 
mvention ' 

“ ' Good heavens, I use soap just as my father used it, 

and his father and grandfather ' 

“ ‘ There you are You see, you are traditionahst , 
therefore, a royahst ' ” 

* * * * * 

THE TWO HANDS 

His admirers have begged him to have a cast taken of 
his nght hand, the hand that penned Thais and Cranque- 
btUe He agreed, and the other monung an Itahan expert 
came by appomtment 

“ I feel that I am becommg God," said he, while the 
man was mouldmg the plaster round the lUustnous 
dexter 

To-day the expert has brought a beautiful bronze cast 
The author amuses himself by puttmg it on his wntmg 
table side by side with an antique marble hand brought 
back from Rome, and comparing them The Roman 
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fragment serves him as the basis for bmldmg up a veritable 
noveL 

" There can be no doubt about it * it is the hand of 
an emperor. Look at this hne between the forefinger 
and the thumb, where you can still see the mark of a 
brace What was it that this hand held ^ The roll of a 
speech, or some offiaal act ^ Or the wand, the baton of 
command ? ” 

He returns to his own hand 

“ Now mine has never held, for ^baton, anything but 
the pen ” 

He put down the bronze hand and takes up the marble 
again 

“ How elegant it is ! It might almost be a woman’s 
hand It must be the hand of Caesar. You know that, 
m a certain essential point, Caesar was somewhat Greek 
YTiat of that ? It was the way with antiqmty 1 YTiat 
has that hand caressed, or rather the hand of which this 
marble keeps the impenous, perverted form ^ It has 
embraced, commanded, written. That was the golden 
age of hterature In Caesar’s time writing was not a 
trade but was cultivated by statesmen and great captains 
To-day we had best not speak about hterature m con- 
nexion with generals and pohtiaans ” 

He turns over the hand. 

"The palm is furrowed with characteristic fines To 
my regret I do not understand cluromancy, but I know 
a lady who reads palms as you do the newspaper , I 
will get her to read thic; hand There can be no doubt 
whatever that it is the hand of an emperor It is the 
hand of a general, a man of action, a writer , m short, 
the hand of Caesar It must have been broken after the 
murder, or perhaps when the Christian anarchists like 
Polyeucte pillaged the basilicas ’’ 

His tone changes and grows mockmg. 
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*' See how far the sheen of this marble has led me ! 
And there are learned critics who deny that I have imagm- 
tion 1 I got this hand — I can tell everythmg to you, my 
fnend — fcom a filthy Roman beggar, and the gods alone 
know how magnificently filthy Roman beggars can be > 
This one looked like Silenus He was snub-nosed, and 
wall-eyed, his forehead was homed, his beard proclaimed 
the blackguard, and he stank of wme He used to hang 
round the musemns on the look-out for tourists, and when 
he found one who looked like a connoisseur, approached 
with an air of the deepest mystery and offered him frag- 
ments of antiques Then the next mommg he would 
brmg Csesar’s hand or Venus' foot to your hoteL 

“ '.But where is your Olympus, my good man ? ’ 

" ' That's my secret, signor I know of treasures 
hidden away among the vm^ I shall go there to-night 
to work for you ' 

" So I obtained, very cheap too, this hand and several 
other mterestmg fragments from Silenus, turned ghoul 
among the antiques Did he really go to the vmes ? 
Or did the vmes rather go to his head ? I am gomg to 
make a confession — ^you won't denounce me ^ — but I 
^eatly fear that I am a receiver of stolen goods Silenus 
probably broke off pieces of statues m the museums, 
which are as badly looked after m Italy as m France 
Most hkely the sacrilegious cnrmnal, to get drunk on 
thin wme, mutilated lovely antiques that had been re- 
spected by time, always less cruel than man But then, 
the harm was done AH that I could do was to give 
pious asylum to the glorious debris Moreover, I have 
the custom-house receipt, authonzmg me to take these 
morseb of statues out of Italy It is true, the penmt 
came to me m a somewhat unorthodox way, tha nk s to 
a httle holy oil , for on the other side of the Alps oil, 
m the shape of a few corns, renders all palms holy Thus 
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I am absolved m the sight of men, if not m the sight of 
God ” 

A visitor enters 

“ We were comparmg,” says Anatole France, “ the 
hand of Juhus Cassar with that of your humble sen^ant 
You shall judge yourself which of the two is the more 
impenaL” 

And he puts the two hands mto those of the astomshed 
visitor 

After some hesitation the latter proclaims the suprem- 
acy of Anatole’s hand over that of Caesar. " It's obvious,” 
he says ” From what is it obvious ? ” asks France 

“ There, Master Do you see that enlargement of the 
jomt of the forefinger ^ That is the sign of hterary 
gemus The same stigma is found on Victor Hugo’s 
hand ” 

“Where do you say you find the sign of hteraiy 
gemus ? ” says Anatole France, examimng his hand m 
the flesh 

“ There, Master,” points out the flatterer 

“ There ^ That's a clulblam, my fnend ” 

The other falls back on equally evident characteristics 

“ I have never m my whole life — and I have examined 
goodness knows how many hands — I have never seen so 
youthful a hand as yours 

Monsieur Bergeret turns the conversation He puts 
back the marble hand and the bronze hand on his desk 
Now he IS t alkin g of the fortifications of Pans, which 
there is talk of demohshmg 

“ An excellent idea,” remarks the flatterer. “ They 
are so old ” 

“ So old ! ” mutters France “ They date from '44* 
They are exactly as old as I am, and my hand ” 

General laughter, and exit the flatterer 
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A RECORD 

At table ^ladame sings the praises of Edmond Rostand 
Anatole France hstens in silence and rages while he eats 
At the end, as he wpes his hps and his beard, he lets 
faU 

*' Rostand I Rostand f He has the incontestable 
glory — incontestable, I repeat — of havmg wntten the 
worst verse of the century since Victor Hugo 1 ” 

VENUS AND THE BLACK VIRGIN 

He IS going through the case with the Tanagras 
" And you know, they are authentic They are not 

made of pipeclay like those belongmg to M There 

IS a factory of tliem at Pans, and another at Rome Do 
you know what this is ? " 

“ It looks like a mustard-spoon ” 

" Sacrilegious mfant I It is Venus Astarte, one of 
the most ancient eflBgies of Venus This tmy bone that 
you take for a spatula comes from the excavations at 
Mycenffi It was sent me from there by the director of 
the German mission " 

There follows a discussion on the probable age of 
the amulet, which is so summarily sculptured that you can 
hcirdly distmguish anythmg but the breasts and the 
thighs " the essential,’' remarks Anatole France 
“ Perhaps she is several thousand years old , but who 
can say ? It is possible that she is much younger 
Imagme for example an archaeologist several centimes 
hence dismternng the celebrated black Virgm of Puy 
Most hkely he would give its date as the eleventh or twelfth 
century In reahty it belongs to the Restoration The 
real one, the miraculous Virgm, was burnt by the Jacobms 
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m ’93, but another exactly similar was constructed under 
that Voltairian kmg, Loms XVIII, and mhented its 
predecessor’s powers of miracle-workmg 

" Take another example Who will distmguish m a 
few years between the genmne and the imitation m the 
porch of Notre-Dame as restored by VioUet-le-Duc ? 
My archaic Venus, my mustard-spoon as you call her, 
may be the copy of a much older statuette. Doubtless it 
was some pilgrim’s offermg there must have been, round 
the sanctuary, a whole district like that of Samt-Sulpice 
After all, what do I care if she is two, or four, thousand 
years old ! ” 

He takes an adorable terra-cotta cupid from its glass 
pnson ^ 

" This one is authentic What marvellously perverse 
grace ! You would say it was one of Raphael’s angels It 
was presented to me by the Armemans because I presided 
over a committee to protest agamst the massacres They 
paid five or six thousand francs for it, I beheve It 
is a umque example Between ourselves they might 
have made a better choice No doubt he is a lovely httle 
boy — ^too lovely mdeed for a boy I should have preferred 
a gul For me, love is a woman that is a pomt on which 
I am not Greek ” 

♦ ♦ * ♦ * 

THE NEW PHYSICS AND NEW METAPHYSICS 

At table at Madame de 's A conversation with 

the AhU M 

“ But, my dear friend, just as in the time of Tibenas, 
so now there is a rehgion growmg up under our eyes which 
we do not even -suspect It is generally imagmed that 
the ancient gods were brutally driven from them temples 
by the new god who installed himself on their altars 
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That IS how Polyeucte and Chnstian novels represent it 
In reality the transition was far more gentle, so slow in- 
deed that generations did not perceive it The revolu- 
tion was accomplished m the temples but, at the same 
time, in people’s minds Let me explain First it was 
the pnests vho vere von over and the new theology, 
if I may say so, filtered tlirough into the old New ntes 
V ere gi^ed on to the official ntes, or were superimposed 
on them At the present moment the Cathohc rehgion, 
of which you, ray dear Abbd, are an honour and a hght, 
exists no more In vam you wiU pomt me to the multi- 
plicity and v'calth of the churches, and to the ardour of 
the faithful These faithful are infidels Not one of them 
maintains your dogma m its integnty The best and 
most devout among them are those who think the least 
about it They are Cathohcs through ignorance But 
the others, the learned, hke yourself, Abbd ? Together 
round this fnendly table and talkmg freely and m con- 
fidence, you wU I am sure admit that your behef is not 
that of your chambermaid Your ideas on etermty, hell, 
and purgatory are not the same as those entertained by 
a serving wench of forty years Some ceremomes, as, 
for example, the baptism of church bells, make you smile 
You admit the infallibility of the pope, but with so many 
reservations that his mfalhbihty becomes dlusoiy You 
do not beheve you are damned because you discover 
interpolations or nonsense in holy wnt You consider, 
as you once told me, that the doctrme of the Immaculate 
Conception is hardly fitted to our scientific age It was 
imperative — and I agree with you — to promulgate such 
a dogma at the height of the Middle Ages But to-day, 
m the time of Pasteur and Berthelot I Well, my dear 
Abbd, you, who are so devout and are the lummary o 
your parish, you are a Protestant Without your bemg 
aware of it, of course Don’t attempt to deny it , the 
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whole of the Holy Roman Church is so with you The 
preachers of to-day don’t preach any longer m the pulpit , 
they plead, they devote themselves to apologetics and 
exegetics What imprudence on their part i I have 
often conversed with devout persons such as nuns and 
simple country folk, and I have always found them 
impregnated with this fatal spirit of criticism Every one 
chips away at the Church’s dogma till he has what smts 
him Every one carves his own httle rehgion out of 
Rehgion, builds his own httle chapel m the cathedral, 
and has his own particular samt and his own system of 
piety But the great truths are either not thought of 
or else whittled away to enable them to be swallowed 
How many sacraments are there ^ Seven Are you qmte 
sure, my dear Abb^ ? Ask a man of my age the date of 
his first Commumon, and he will answer approximately 
' It was m such and such a year In May probably, 
because there were roses on the altar We had to do a 
week’s preparation and on the eve I went on my knees 
and cLsked pardon for all my cnmes from papa and mam- 
ma and the servants I wore an armlet with a sdk 
frmge, and my aunt Honorme gave me my cross My 
neighbour at the Holy Table was Mayeux, you know, 
Mayeux who plays at the ChS,telet ’ But he will remem- 
ber very httle of the euchanstic fish, though the sauce 
of the vam details is fresh enough m his mmd No 
matter that is a sacrament and a popular sacrament 
But ask the same man about Confirmation Compared 
with his silence on this pomt, his memones of the first 
Commumon were eloquence itself He knows that he 
was confirmed, like everybody else But when, and by 
what bishop, and what impressions he received from the 
ceremony, is a blank Yet the occasion is important, 
for it is one of the sacraments that a man receives but once 
m his life So you see, Abb6, we are on the way to lose a 
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sacrament, without even bemg aware of our loss Thus 
were lost all the sacraments of antiquity, not, as we are 
told, at one stroke, but msensibly You are a confessor, 
my dear Abbd, and I know that your confessional is the 
most sought after m all the parish, and nghtly so With- 
out question, if I felt myself driven by the irresistible 
wmd of grace, it is to you that I should address myself 
But, between ourselves, you do not confess as priests 
did m the time of Vmcent de Paul, Gondnn, or BdruUe 
You would not venture to put the questions that they 
so sanctrraomously did to persons of the fair sex 
It would no longer be seemly, and you would catch it 
hot from your pemtents, if you wiU pardon the expression 
Y ou are less mquisitive than your predecessors But that 
is not the mam difference between you and them it is 
that you are more sceptical Why should you ask about 
what you are sure of ? Why should you dwell on sms 
that have become as our daily bread ? Do you really 
insist on a pledge never to begin agam ? You see, you 
are laughmg I But your fair sumers would laugh much 
more No, no, you are no longer confessors you are 
somethmg better — directors of consaence, and gmdes 
m morals Your pemtents no longer bnng you those 
old gamey collections of fat sms, but their small fry of 
peccadillos and then confidences That is the mam 
pomt nowadays the confidences, which m then turn 
beget other confidences The dread sacrament has be- 
become an mtimate, emotional conversation What 
country pnest, even, would now refuse absolution ? He 
would know much better, for he knows that people do 
very weU without it 

" And Hell I Do you speak much of that ? I know 
well, Abb^, that you do not deny the existence of Hell , 
only you beheve that there is no one m it 

“ How then can you charge the Protestants with 
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changing their doctrine ? You yourselves, Roman Catho- 
hcs, are flexibihty itself That mdeed is what has so far 
made your strength . you have had the suppleness to 
adapt yourselves to every social transformation Meta- 
physics moreover is bound up with physics The rum 
of St Thomas Aqmnas' theology and Aristotle’s philo- 
sophy at the Renaissance was due to the mvention of 
prmtmg, which set books m opposition to the Book But 
it was also due to the discovery of the new world, the 
mvention of spectacles, the microscope, and the telescope, 
and to the reahzation of the existence of the infinitely 
great and the infirutely small, of new spaces, new earths, 
and new heavens The new science of physics kiUed the 
old metaphysics ^ 

" The same thmg is happemng now imder our eyes 
without our perhaps reahzmg the immense revolution 
that IS gomg on The Church must absorb electricity 
and X-rays and hypnotism, or she must die She must 
have a new system of metaphysics as well as new men of 
hght and leadmg With great difficulty she keeps ahght 
on her altars the hturgical candles that salesman assure 
you are made of pure beeswax, and nevertheless we retam 
a suspiaon that they are made of composition. We are 
no longer in the pleasant time of Virgil men of science 
have taught how honey may be manufactured Are not 
wax and composition both one, from the pomt of view of 
chemistry ? Let us then immerse ourselves m archaeo- 
logical traditionahsm, and become amateurs of pious 
archaism Who can perceive the hght of your apostohc 
candles m chapels refulgent with electric hght ? They 
have become useless A day will perhaps come when 
the officiatmg priest wiU no longer be able to read any- 
thing by their light, any more "^an he could decipher a 
smgle page of his missal, now that his eyes are accustomed 
to a more mteuse hght, by the aid of one of those anaent 
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boat-shaped lamps found m the catacombs The same 
phenomenon is takmg place in men’s mmds Think too 
of the guardian hght of the sanctuary, the tmy spark that 
replaces the presence of the vestal before the tabernacle 
Why should its smelly oil not be replaced by the most 
preaous and mystenous of our metals ? By a speck of 
radium " 

•!< * * * ? 

META GROBOLISM 

" Before I leave,” he sa3^to me, " I want to pay you a 
visit I shall come to-morrow at two o’clock and see how 
you are gettmg on We will have a talk about the Maid ” 
Next. day, punctually at two, he is with me He is 
dehghted with the neighbourhood, and with my flat, 
and with my furmture 

“ How happy you are 1 ” he says, as he looks over my 
cunos and engravmgs ” You have everythmg arranged 
accordmg to your taste I had to wait till I was fifty 
before I had surxoundmgs like yours ” 

I reply that my rooms are far from equallmg his m 
picturesque splendour his house is a veritable museum 
“ It IS true,” he answers " The Villa Said has a 
distmct resemblance to Dr Faust’s laboratory I have 
been at pams to hang some stuffed crocodiles from the 
ceihng But I am fax from hlnrig all the weud objects 
with which I have surrounded myself My taste, as you 
know, IS rather for the eighteenth century and the Con- 
sulate But Madame has taken those two epochs for 
herself, so, m order to have peace, I have fallen back on 
the Middle Ages When we go to look at antiques it is 
agreed that Louis XV and Loms XVI are reserved for her, 
and the samts, virgins, and mediEeval rehquanes for me 
I do not precisely desire Madame’s death, but I begm to 
have my fill of ecclesiastical bnc-i-brac 
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“You too, I see, are attracted by the Middle Ages, and 
here are some old acquamtances of mine — ^these statues 
and rehquanes that I gave you You are right to decorate 
your flat m the Victor Hugo style, for men of letters, 
]ust like doctors and dentists, need some credit and 
consideration That is the explanation of my crocodiles 
we need a little metagrobohsm “ 

* t i- :>■ * 

THE GOLD BULL’S-EYE 

I had brought back a number of cunos after a fort- 
mght’s stay m Languedoc Among them is one of those 
antique watches like bull’s-eyes Anatole France handles 
the ball of gold and polished enamel with dehght He 
makes its cracked chimes strike and praises the graceful 
/ works that look like a miniature turnspit I offer it to 
him, wammg him at the same time that as a watch the 
pretty trinket is most inaccurate and capricious, gomg 
its own way without reference to sun or almanac 
Sometimes it grows drowsy and then its hours are inter- 
rmnable And agam to make up the lost time it will 
rush fevenshly ahead and achieve a whole revolution of 
the dial m forty mmutes 

“ So much the better, my fnend, if it is inaccurate 
That IS the reason why I will accept it Could you 
imagine me making room in my fob, close to my heart, 
for a strict, t5n:anmcal, and umraaginative piece of 
mechanism ? An unpunctual man must have an un- 
punctual watch, and this shall henceforth be my tnum- 
phant ahbi Wlien I arrive late at I\Iadame's, to appease 
her wath, I shall draw out my golden bull’s-eye , and it 
will receive the storm ’’ 

* * t * 
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EXAMINATIONS 

" If I were an examiner — ^wlnch heaven forfend > — I 
should not talce much stock of the candidate's knowledge 
What can a youth of sixteen be expected to know ? 
Either he gabbles, hke a parrot, things that he does 
not understand, or he talks out of his head Imagine the 
case vice versa,, and the exammer havmg the same 
questions put him mstead of to the exammee ! No if 
I had to pass or reject a candidate, I should not go upon 
the correctness of his rephes, but upon his general ap- 
pearance I should take note whether his phjisiognomy 
was more or less pleasmg, and consider the generosity of 
his facial angle, the brightness of his eye, and the timbre 
of his voice I should engage him m a httle conversation 
without any pretensions to strict science I should not 
say to myself ‘ Can this youth teU me without hesitation 
the phases of the Thirty Years’ War or the laws of Solon ? ' 

I should say to myself ‘You have a mamageable 
daughter Would you give her to this young man ? ' 
That is the true touchstone ” 

***** 

A LESSON IN MATHEMATICS 

“ Who is your neighbour ? ” 

" A school-mistress " 

" So much the worse for you Who does for you ? ” 

" The conaerge ” 

“ Has she any children ? ” 

" Yes, two girls ” 

“ How old are they ? " 

" Sixteen and luneteen ” 

" Aha ! Good young men always have luck Are 
they pretty ? ” 

Q 
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“Tliat depends on the day and the moment.” 

"A good answer, though somewhat conceited You 
speah hke a sultan and like a sage The beauty of our 
misses varies as the eyes with which you regard them 
It depends but on you, happy graduate of MontpeUier, 
that they should outstrip Venus in grace and charm the 
whole j^ear round. But you are too good a fellow to wish 
it Besides women do not need always to be beautiful : 
it is enough that they should have flashes that dazzle and 
blind Once bhnded, you have to follow. But how do 
these damsels of the cord ^ earn their bread ^ ” 

" The elder is a telephone operator. Their father, who 
is dead, was a postman The younger is going up for 
her examination for the post-office, and her mother has 
asked me to give her lessons ” 

*' Oh, excellent mother > How thoughtful and fore- 
seeing ! And lessons m what, my son ? ” 

" In mathematics ” 

“ Good Of course you know nothmg at all about 
mathematics, but what matter ? It is easier to be a 
good teacher than a good pupiL And what is your 
salary ? Ah, now I am indiscreet. Oh, the cunning 
fellow and his secrets ! He reveals the mysteries of rule 
of three and mterest to his condei^e's daughters ! He 
stufls their head with myri agr am m P3 and hectohtres 
and kilometres and decastdres — and says nothing about 
it to his old Master > I could give them lessons m mathe- 
matics too, bemg as ignorant as you on the subject; 
and I would ask the same price for my lessons See 
how modest I am — or should I say, ambitious ^ So 
I have foimd out all about it ! Well, bring these young 
persons to me one mommg You’re not jealous, I 
hope, of an old man ? I might be able to do them a good 

^ The cord vath whicli the concierge opens the house door zt 
night. — 
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turn I will recommend them both to my fnend Bar- 
thou That will give you more leisure for your lessons 
With the mimster’s recommendation your pupil will 
triumph and you wiH share her laurels Is she fair or 
dark ’ ” 

“ Dark ” 

" Thin or plump ? " 

" Neither the one nor the other " 

“ WeU, well, enough of this This is not the maid 
for whom I came here She has no need of me I came 
to this far-off and agreeable part of the town for the Maid 
of Orleans, that blessed girl who gives me such infernal 
worry '* 

He looks over the books of reference for his Joan of 
Arc, and is astomshed at their number, size, and weight 
The fact is that they fonn a goodly hbraiy He asks me 
*' Are you qmte sure that I have read all that ? ” 

" Certainly, and many more works besides See 
they are marked at the foot of the page ” 

« * * » 

FAME 

He sits down and contmues, sippmg a glass of lemonade 
the while 

" I would w illin gly be m your shoes, but would you 
consent to change ? ” 

I signify Yes, with enthusiasm 
" You wouldn’t gam much " 

“ You are the most lUustnous of our wnters, and the 
most popular man m France " 

“ Perhaps But I am sixty-nme and on a diet What- 
ever I want, the doctor arrives with his wand, as if I were 
Sancho m the island of Baratana I am kmg , but 
tobacco, wme, and love are prohibited to me I am not 
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of course prohibited from miting books, •^bicb "vrould 
perhaps be the sole reasonable prescnprion Look you, 
my young friend, enjoy love Trhile you may. By night, 
by day, in vrinter, and in summer 1 That is vrhy you 
are in this world, and aH the rest is vanitv and smokv 
deception There is but one science : love > There is 
but one wealth: love! There is but one system of 
politics : love 1 ” 

“ I adhere with ah my heart to your creed, my dear 
Master. At the same time I beg leave to remark that 
literary and political ambition greatly fadhtates the con- 
jugation of the verb ' to love ’ ' ^^Ithout money,' says 

the proverb, ‘ no Switzerland.' And no Swiss girl, 
either” 

“ True, and that is why I was ambitious That is why 
I entered into * the pact of the towns,' ^ and why I am an 
academician and an Immortal Such Immortahty is only 
worth while for its value as a shield. When you have got 
honours you can afford to disdain them, and the supreme 
contempt for decorations is to have marvellous ranks in 
all sorts of puenie national orders, and never to wear 
them. But you must be ambitious You must be 
ambitious and in love. When you are a member of the 
Institute, like me, you wiU be able to do exactly as you 
please If I were to go to the opera m bedroom shppers 
and a night-cap instead of a dress-coat and a top-hat, 
what box-keeper is there who would not bow before 
the caprice of one of the Forty ? What would pass 
for wddly extravagant behaviour m an ordmaiy mortal 

^ Tlie aHnaon is to Alfred de tlgny’s poem, "La ilort dn 
Loop ” : 

2Lais son devoir fert de les saover, a So 
De pooToir leor apprendre a bien soofrir la faun, 

A ne jamais entrer dans le pacte des villes 
Qoe ITiomme a fait avec les ammaos: serviles. 

-JP- 
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and get him locked up in an asylum, would be counted 
in me an mterestmg novelty and a mark of good fellow- 
ship No one would say ' Anatole France is off his 
head ! He has come to the opera m a mght-cap ' No 
they would recall Jean- Jacques and his Armeman bonnet, 
and would consider me charming or impudent ” 

He IS enchanted with the qmet of my rooms 
" You have, my young fnend, the greatest possession 
of all, and the most radiant and lovely of mistresses 
peace Now I hved hke a slave imtil I had reached 
maturity First I was the slave of the bhnd and anxious 
tenderness of my parents Then I mamed, and I knew 
what heU is like after the sacrament ” 

Towards five o’clock we go out On the way Anatole 
France looks mto the conaerge's room, and congratulates 
her 

" I am dehghted with the orderhness that I see m 
your young tenant’s rooms Ah, how I should hke to 
have a woman hke you m my service ' You have two 
daughters, I beheve, as fair as they are good I have told 
Brousson to brmg them to me one monung I should 
be very happy to know them, and I wffl recommend 
them to the mmister They deserve it Good-bye, and 
fake good care of my secretary Your servant, madam, 
your servant ” 

He leaves the conaerge m an ecstasy 

♦ ♦ * * • 

HOT CHESTNUTS 
We are at the Pantheon 

" On this spot,” relates Anatole France, " I saw the 
first shells fall durmg the siege m '70 The murderous 
fireworks were a perfect ]oy to all the urchins When a 
shell burst every brat m the district rushed to pick up 
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the fragments The httle chaps offered you the still 
burmng pieces, hlowmg on their fingers and calling out • 
‘ Chestnuts > Hot chestnuts 1 " It was impossible not 
to admire the truly antique courage of these street arabs 
They sold the fragments for two sous apiece, and one can’t 
say it was dear, considenng that they risked their hves 
to pick them up 

“ I have a peculiar affection for this part of the town 
During part of my youth I hved here I was very poor 
My father had cast me off because I wrote poetry The 
poor man had the idea, very strange m a man who sold 
books, that to write them was shameful and dangerous 
To sell them was a possible trade , but where could 
writing them lead save to pnson or a lunatic asylum ? 
After all the poor man was right : it leads to the Academy 

" At that time I hved m a garret tmder the roof, no 
bigger or more comfortable than a swallow’s nest To 
write, I had to push my little table mto the gutter, which 
was not very convement on ramy da5rs, so then I worked 
m my bed But when it was fine, I saw, as I blackened 
the paper m my dizzy gutter, the shadows of the birds 
and the clouds flit across it And then I too had charm- 
mg neighbours, my friend Ignorant as I was, I gave 
them lessons And they gave me lessons also Then 
saence outstnpped mme by far it was the great science, 
the saence of love From om bed we could see the 
cupola, stolen from St Genevieve to cover the rehcs of 
repubhcan samts Was it the effect of that sceneiy ? 

I know not, but never have I felt such ardour as then ” 

* 

NO. NOT THE PANTHEON 

I don’t know why, but pointing to the Pantheon I said 
to him : 
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" It IS there, my dear Master, that you will sleep your 
last sleep, by the side of your great fnend Voltaire and 
your great enemies Jean-Jacques and Hugo ” 

Suddenly his face douds over and he moves away from 
me m great ill-humour 

" How cruel of you," says he, " to strew my path with 
asphodels and everlastmgs And how do you know that 
they wiU put me there ? " 

“ Zola has been put there ” 

“ You’re makmg epigtams ’’ 

“ No, no, my dear Master, it is simply a dumsy but 
smcere expression of my admiration ” 

" I forgive you, but don’t let’s speak any more of the 
Pantheon Yes, by the way, I shall put eveiythmg else 
aside this evenmg and wnte my wdl I shall not turn 
m without tummg out my last wishes My wdl shall 
contain a dedaration that I wish to be buned hke every- 
one dse m the cemeteiy of my distnct, the fidd of the 
sdent goddess And I shall add ‘ If you must at all 
costs have a new tenant for the Pantheon, take Brous- 
son ! He has gemus He has a gemus for doudmg the 
autumn of his old Master’s life with ghastly conversation 
He excels m strewmg everlastmgs and asphodels on the 
short road left him " 

We go down the Rue SoufiBlot and stop at a bookshop 
to buy a Qumtihan for twenty-five francs The pnce 
seems to me excessive 

" What, all that money for a declamatory historian, 
who was Domitian’s sycophant ? " 

" What harm has Domitian done to you ? ” France 
shoots out at me " Did that much defamed emperor 
not make a good choice when he entrusted the care of 
his nephews to Qumtihan ? To be candid, it is for the 
sake neither of Qumtihan nor of Domitian that I have 
bought the book, but for that of Pogge who dug up 



248 ANATOLE FRANCE HIMSELF 

the Spanish author’s manuscnpt m the shop of a grocer 
who was about to wrap up his plums and his dried hake 
m it You see it is the Roman edition, which is rare 
and valuable And look at the bmdmg, mtact after 
three centuries and more ! The humamst who brought 
out this edition must have considered Qumtihan as his 
patron samt and that is why he had the Institutions 
got up like a breviary with metal clasps It is for these 
clasps and for the bmdmg of wooden boards covered 
with embeUished leather that I have given twenty-five 
francs and not for the Ibenan rhetorician I thought 
the collector’s vamty had left me I had sworn never 
agam to buy a book for its bmdmg, heraldic toolmg, or 
book-plate A drunkard’s oath ! But I must inflict a 
punishment on myself, and so, my fnend, I make you a 
present of this book with its ndh bmdmg It wiU be 
the pearl of your hbrary you must place it on the shelf 
of honour, but, contrary to the other books, with its back 
to the wall and its edges towards the hght, so as to show 
the fine Gothic clasps m all their lustre That wiU 
produce a great impression on people who come to see 
you Every trade haa a httle diarlatamsm m it ours 
has much You won’t read my Qumtihan, for you come 
from a happy part of the world where rhetonc is in the 
blood and you have no need of recipes for eloquence 
But others will admue my book on your shelves I can 
hear you telhng them ‘ It was given me when I was 
a young man by an old wmd-bag who wrote books 
which to-day moulder m dusty oblivion, even as Qmn- 
tilian ’ ” 

We make another halt before a bnc-fi-brac shop at a 
wmdy comer near Samt-Juhen-le-Pauvre 

“ You never can tell,” explams Anatole France 
” These rags may conceal a pearl Remember the 
Donatello m the Thiers collection One day a con- 
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noisscur silting on tlie top of an omnibus was looking 
wnth disgust at the mean objects spread out m the mud, 
near tlie Porte d’Orleans Suddenly among the broken 
bidets, roseless watenng-cans, and battered soldiers’ hats 
he spied a plaster statuette that seemed to have a touch 
of Florentine grace At tlie nsk of breaking his neck and 
spraining his ankle he shd down the iron spual steps 
and for a few sous became possessor of the statuette 
Like all true collectors he turned it over and over, and 
sniffed it, and caressed it What astonished him was the 
weight As he walked along he chipped at the plaster 
with lus penknife, and to his delighted surpnse discovered 
a magnificent bronze imder the whitewash It was 
submitted to experts and proved the ongmal by the 
great Donatello that you may admire m the Thiers col- 
lection It IS about tlie only thing m that little runt’s 
penny gaff that deserves the royal hospitahty of the 
Lou\tc But how can the whitewash on the statuette 
be explained ? It can only be supposed that it fell by 
degrees into the hands of poor folk who thought that 
all statues must be white The warm patma of the 
bronze seemed to them a dirty blemish , and so they 
gave Donatello a coat of white lead Who knows, if we 
look well through this rubbish, that we too shan't find a 
Donatello ? ” 

For masterpiece all that we unearth is a leaning tower 
of Pisa in alabaster The Master grows qmte pathetic 
over the knick-knack 

“ Doubtless it IS a souverar of a honeymoon spent m 
Italy — legitimate, or illegitimate The one sure thmg 
is that, hke the tower, this noble love, whether wedded 
or adulterous, has leaned considerably smee, for us to 
find the votive offermg at the old-clothesman's ” 
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THORNS TO THE LIVING, ROSES TO THE DEAD 

We have reached the Luxembourg garden 

“ I am fond of these lawns and avenues,” confides 
Anatole France to me “ ^\^len I was hbranan at the 
Senate here, the palace where it sat was to me as school 
and ‘ prep ’ and poenas to a boy The Luxembourg 
garden was my recreation ground — a ground full of 
roses f How often, waitmg for the end of the sittmgs 
when I should escape from the hbrary, did I wish our 
conscript fathers at the devd • These Gerontes, mum- 
bhng away their laws, were of exceeding^ small mterest 
compared to the httle mites outside buildmg fairy sand 
castles roimd the fountam What eloquence, I should 
like to know, is worth the fair breast of a nurse offered 
like some frmt to an infant’s mouth under the flowenng 
oleanders ^ ” 

“ Here is one of 3’’our friends,” I said, pomting to the 
statue of Leconte de Lisle m the nudst of one of the 
lawns 

“ How horrible ! How disgusting > Between our- 
selves Leconte de Lisle was not my fnend . far from it 
He was mj^ colleague at the Senate hbrary, nothing 
more ” 

“ He was a great poet ” 

“ Possibly But I have never known a stupider, 
vamer, more ignorant man A translator of Homer who 
didn’t know a word of Greek ! To perpetrate the harshest 
verses of the century he was forced to have recourse to 
Latm or French translations, so that he wholly missed 
duect contact with the noble Greek form He was a 
savage got up m Sunda3^-go-to-meetmg clothes His 
cunning and his abihty consisted m disguismg the Homeric 
heroes like wrestlers at a fair or the men who swallow 
burmng swabs of petrol and eat glass 
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“ Add to these absurdities an abominable temper 
Leconte' de Lisle's ingenmty was exclusively devoted to 
abuse and his sole talent was m renewmg his ill-humour 
I am happy to see him petrified like that he is ndiculous 
to all eternity ” 

" Master ! Master 1 One day perhaps, many years 
hence I trust, another monument wdl be put up to 
another hbranan of the Senate, and people wrU look 
open-mouthed at the bust of the author of Thats, hoisted 
up on to a cube of stone Maybe they wdl go so far as 
to sculpt you life-size m a Roman toga or romantic 
drapenes ” 

" Enough, enough ! You poison my life with your 
imaguungs ” 

“ And by the side of the imposmg marble statue wdl 
be a beautiful woman m bronze " 

" Ah, I breathe agam If there is a beautiful woman, 

I consent to spend eternity on my column Oh, I shall 
be very, very good I ” 

" A beautiful allegoncal figure, like that by your 
colleague Leconte de Lisle, with qmvenng wmgs ” 

“ No, no no qmvenng wmgs ! I don’t like wmged 
women I have never met any, and don’t know how to 
take them What is more, I have a horror of modem 
allegones, which are commonly the acme of msipid 
imbecdity You are an ungratefid young scamp, and 
I have a good mmd to take back the fine Qumtdian of 
which I have deprived myself for your sake A mmute 
ago this walk through terraces and avenues and rose- 
trees, with chddren and dancmg fountams and coomg 
pigeons round us, seemed to me a Paradise Now you 
have breathed on it with your impertment breath , and 
the lovely park is stnpped bare of flowers and become a 
cemetery, m which I see nothing but this funereal monu- 
ment that you descnbe with such perverse obstmacy ” 
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A short pause He chews the points of his moustache 

“ I shall not escape the monument, of course Sculptors 
must live It wiU cost a great deal of money and be 
very ugly, and it wiU take up a great deal of room Now, 
why can’t they give me the money straight away ? Am 
I mad ! The thorns are offered to the hvmg, and the 

roses to the dead ” 

1 

\ " 

BALZAC 

Madame is unweU and keeps her room She wants to 
be read to , but what ? I suggest Balzac France 
declares that Balzac has overstepped the bounds of 
common sense 

“ I do not like obese authors — obese, figuratively 
speakmg Balzac terrifies me He is fat, heavy, per- 
spirmg, confused, and vulgar He dehghts m pohtical 
tirades and puns he is m fact the illustnous Gaudissart ' 
He is a commercial traveller of gemus, and is often 
inferior to Sandeau But when he is good, he is not a 
i/ovehst but a historian The whole of contemporary 
- iustory is to be found m his work ” 

Madame defends Balzac but with httle enthusiasm 
Fmally the choice falls on Chateaubriand’s Mimoires 
d’ Outre-tomhe I read the celebrated passage 

“ My mother gave birth at St Malo to a first son who 
died m the cradle The house that my parents hved m 
then IS m a narrow, dark street m St Malo, called the 
street of the Jews The room where my mother was 
confined looks over a deserted part of the town walls 
From the wmdows of the room you can see the sea 
breaking on the rocks as far as the very horizon I was 
scarcely ahve when I came mto the world The roar of 
the waves, whipped by a squall that foretold the autumn 
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cqmno\, drowned my ones I have often had these 
details related to me, and their sadness has never been 
effaced from my racmoiy No day passes when, dreammg 
of vhat I have been, I do not see in my mmd's eye the 
rock on which I was bom, the room where my mother 
inflicted life on me, and tlic tempest whose tumult was 
the lullaby to my first sleep Heaven seemed to have 
combined these vanous circumstances to place in my 
cradle an image of my destiny '' 

Here Anatolc France breaks out 
" Wliat a family ! Jfme de Chateaubnand could not 
ha%c her confinement like any ordmary woman She 
must have the sea, the lightmng, and the storm In the 
birth of common mortals tlie winters burst the infant 
Cliateaubnand must needs have the ocean These folk 
have no idea of simplicity ” 

" Enough,” begs Madame from her bed ” You are 
cruelty personified The romantic purr of the words was 
just beginning to get hold of me, and you must needs tear 
Chateaubnand to pieces in his cra^e What has the 
poor babe done to you ? Wait to attack him till he is 
big and let him be suckled in peace ” 

” I have a horror of Chateaubnand His declamatory 
eloquence poisoned my youth My good father idohzed 
the viscount He used to keep all the incomplete copies 
of the G^mc du Clinsltamsme and the IhnSratre piled up 
m his bedroom as his bedside books, and read them too, 
till he knew them by heart By dmt of studymg the 
viscount he ended by catchmg his tnek of stupendous 
specifying If an omelette was too much or not enough 
set, or a cutlet gnUed too long, he would fall on my 
poor mother m the style of M de Chateaubnand descend- 
ing from Mt Smai I don’t know how many portraits 
he had of his idol at least a boxful He compelled 
me, for his pleasure, to read out loud the most pompous 
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passages of his favounte author There was one m 
particular of which he never tired a piece about the 
procession that is the flattest bit of rhapsody imaginable 
" My first pnze at school, moreover, was this devdish 
GSme du Clinshamsme Do you wonder now that I have 
a disgust for it ? But I had a fine revenge upon the 
viscount.” 


* # -^ * •*• 

CHATEAUBRIAND'S INKSTAND 

‘‘ When I left Stamlas, the masters there persuaded my 
father that I should never do an3dhmg worth while, and 
that my gifts, not only for a career of letters but for any 
hberal career, were ml There was talk of putting me 
mto my father’s busmess I spent more than a year in 
catalogumg the books It was a task I did not dishke, 
and I am far from havmg an unpleasant recollection of 
this subordmate work Even to-day, the morning after 
some httle spree, when I feel my head empty, nothmg is 
so agreeable or refreshmg as to plunge mto catalogumg 
” But to come back to the viscount A nch customer 
of my father's, who had a chAteau near the Ome, asked 
him one day to recommend some one acquamted with 
old books to catalogue his opulent hbrary 

“ * My son will do what you want,’ said my father 
” So off I went to the chAteau and was very coiuieously 
welcomed there As he was setthng me mto the hbrary, 
the master of the house said 

” ‘ Look weU at that inkstand, young man, for it 
was a very great man who dipped his pen m it ’ 

“ Roll my eyes as I might, I could distmgmsh nothmg 
so marvellous about the inkstand It was one of those 
dreadful inkstands, carved from pme-wood, that tounsts 
bnng back from Switzerland You know the style It 
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v,-as in the shape of a steep rock vnth pines sticking up 
round it; two stags gambolled on the stmumt, whfle 
another pair slaked their thnst at the pots for the ink 
and the sand S im ilar picturesque atrocities are stfll to 
be found in bazaars in small provincial towns Ton 
should have seen how this treasure was handled by its 
owner — ^it might have been the Holy Sacrament 

Take great care of it, young man/ be enjomed me 
' It is the inlstand of JL de Chateaubriand, the very one 
he had at the Vallfe an Lonp I had it fixim . . / 

" Obviously he would have given all the books in his 
magnificent collection for this fnghtfnl bit of rubbish* 
" Catastrophe followed swiftly The owner of the rehc 
went away, and I chmbed upon the libraiy steps to explore 
the shelves There is notbmg so amusing, you know, as 
this hunt for rare books tucked cunningly away in a 
comer between two insignificant volumes I was in the 
midst of examining vanous editions and was fairly 
mtomcated with good histone dust when — ^bang ' Over 
went the steps with a lurch and I tumbled amid a pile 
of books on to the precious inkstand. I extneated my- 
self with nothing worse than a few scratches , but the 
^ficomte de Chateaubriand’s inkstand was m sad case. 
One of the stags had his legs broken, another had lost Ids 
antlers, and the hermit his beard When I realized the 
catastrophe I was m a mortal fear of what the jealous 
lord of the house would say I should be taken for a 
vandaL Trembhug lest some one should come, I explored 
the floor on all fours Joy > Here was the stag’ s haunch 
and the hmd’s antler. Only the hermit's beard was 
missmg. Victory I I had it Forthwith, gnm m hand 
— ordinary g' nm for stidong m book-plates — began to 
patch the fearful object, and with the aid of a match, a 
bit of string, a drawmg-pin, and some wafers I fitted a 
sort of splmt on the animal’s leg Then, to give the 
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gum tune to dry, I bmlt up a barrier of books on the table, 
behmd which the illustrious inkstand was almost mvisible 
" ‘ Well, young man,’ said my employer to me at the 
midday lunch, “ how are you gettmg on with your work ? 
I would bet you have been wntmg poetry Ah, what 
luck you have ! You can say — I have dipped my 
pen mto Chateaubnand’s mkstand I Not many men in 
France can say as much ’ 

“No one ever noticed the acadent ’’ 

Myself ' " Master, have you not shghtly touched up 
the truth ? Was the acadent not premeditated ? Was 
it really without meaning it that you rained books upon 
the inkstand ? ’’ 

" There you go, my dear Brousson, h5^ercntical as 
ever Just because a man has made a httle more stir in 
his hfe than others, and because he has been put, without 
anybody bemg able to say preasely why, mto the category 
of great men, he can't do anything like the rest of the 
world All his acts, even of the most msignificant kmd, 
must be preconceived and are exphcable only by the 
most specious reasomng Childhood itself is not spared 
Grave persons come and mterrogate me with the airs of 
a magistrate about eveiythmg that passed m the hfe of 
the boy of alleged gemus They imagme that by lookmg 
at the way I sucked my thumb when I was seven, they 
could have discerned that I should be a member of the 
Acad^mie Franfaise And they take me for a speaally 
cunnmg h5rpocnte when I aver to them that I was a 
most unsubhme httle boy, shy and rather sleepy 

" Evidently it would be better for my biographer — 
for you, smce you will not fail some day to chromcle all 
my redimdanaes — that I should have smashed Chateau- 
briand’s inkstand m a rage of hterary hatred and with the 
holy enthusiasm of a Polyeucte overtummg the abhorred 
idols That would be a kind of declaration of faith 
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You might add that I did it with a volume of Voltaire, 
and give still greater breadth to my supposed juvenile 
demonstration So I repeat you must resign your- 
self to see in this adventure act of a clumsy boy 
and not of a fanatic But of course you wxU make what- 
ever you choose out of it ” 

* « * * * 

FROM THE BATH TO THE FIRE 

Return from a voyage to Athens The villa is full of 
trunks and packmg-cases Josephine says 
" I have put aU the letters m the bathroom, su Now 
you can do what you like with them ” 

On inspection the bath is seen to be bnmmmg over 
with letters, pneumatics, telegrams, pamphlets, and so on 
" You must bum aU that, my fnend ” 

" But suppose there is some letter of mterest in the 
pile ” 

" Oh, youth, youth I There is never anythmg of mter- 
est m a letter Besides which, most of them are three or 
four months old and out of date However good the 
news was then, it has had time, alas, to become bad. 
Into the fire, I say I " 

“ But, my dear Master, you are mdeed rather drastic 
There might be a letter from some pretty woman there 
who ” 

" Really I Your innocence touches me Leam this 
from your old Master, my son when a woman, pretty or 
ugly, writes to you, it is to ask money or a favour of you, 
or to pitch mto you What's more, be they men or 
women, it’s only the bores who wnte Nothmg is so 
mendacious as the epistolary art, now happily dethroned 
by the mgger style of telegrams and pneumatics ‘ Do 
me, I beg, the favour Pray accept the assurance of 

R 
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my deep regard ’ — ' Your most humble and obedient 
servant ’ — such phrases were aU nght m the days of 
coaches and Mme de Sdvign4, but are no more m accord 
with our democratic times than red heels, lace stocks, and 
flowered waistcoats We hve, alas, m a busmess age 
Bills of exchange have pnonty over ' billets doux ' I 
shudder at the thought of all the vexation contained m 
tliat unhappy bath Into the fire, I say ' I want to 
take a bath myself " 

“ But perhaps there’s a letter from me among them ^ " 
" So much the worse for it, and for me ! Besides, 
what need have I of twenty hnes, however spnghtly, 
in your hand to appreciate, as I ought, your charming 
qualities ? What did you \vnte to me that you couldn't 
say ^ No , yourself excepted of course, all correspon- 
dents are bores When they don't steal your purse, 
they steal your time Because they have vTitten a httle 
nonsense, added your address, and stuck on a three-sous 
stamp, have they the nght to mvade your pnvacy, upset 
your habits, alter the hours of your meals, and imperil 
your hvehhood ^ Into the fire with it all, my fnend 
I am not evil-mmded, but I should hke to smge a few of 
them mth their o^vn epistles " 

" Heaven save me from your goodness, then ! ” 

“ By ' smge,’ you must understand the culmary oper- 
ation that consists solely m removmg the hairs from a bird 
They would have their heads smged, and their chms, and 
armpits, and rumps, maybe After that I thmk they 
would be quiet ’ 

“ Are you msured. Master ? ” 

" Yes Why ? ” 

" We may set the chimney on fire ” 

" I told you they were people only capable of causmg 
annoyance Go gently at it, and bum them in small 
bundles ” 
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" Won’t you even glance at the envelopes ? ” 

"No, tempter ’’ 

" There are pmk envelopes among them, and blue- 
" Into the fire with them 1 You are insupportable, 
this mommg ’’ 

" How if I made one httle experiment ? Look. I 
take an armful out of the chaos and, shuttmg my eyes, 
save ]ust one letter with the hand of innocence See, I 
present it to you already opened ’’ 

" I see where you’re headmg for, rogue No, no, no ! 
I am a man of pnnaple To choose one would be an 
mjustice to all the others It would be to give myself 

into the hand of chance ” 

" Of Providence ’’ 

" It’s the same thmg Equahty for all ! " 

" Very good Still, I did hope for some mercy on your 
part Did you not once tell me that your first love was 
witty Mme de S^vign4, the patroness of letter-wnters ^ ’’ 
" True, my child, and I do not conceal it At the age 
of ten I was deeply enamoured of the high-bom lady 
Mane de Rabutm Chantal de S^vign^, the great-mece 
of the mellifluous St Fran 90 is de Sales I had discovered 
a volume of her letters m my father’s shop I can see the 
book now with its romantic bmdmg and a portrait of the 
lady I thought her ravishmg The fact is that the 
picture by Mignard from which the Marquise’s portrait 
was engraved showed her as remarkably appetizmg The 
charms of her breast mterested me much more than 
those of her letters In my infantile passion I laid the 
picture agamst my cheek and covered it with httle kisses 
That was mnocent enough, don’t you agree ? Then, a 
httle later, it was Victor Hugo’s Esmeralda of whom I 
similarly made a conquest — on paper ’’ 
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THE VXKKOWN MASTERPIECE 

” Do yon Trant a model of epistolary style ? An 
anthentic, indispntable model ? Yes ? Y'ell, it is the 
soldier’s letter that people make so mnch fun of Do 
yon remember: 

This IS only to give yon to know that I am well 
and wish yon the same If yon can but send me a httle 
money, I shall be very glad of it ’ 

" That is real eloquence • it goes straight to the facts 
No rigmaroles ; no useless flourishes The soldier is 
direct, frank, and makes a frontal attack on the purse 
That is much better, I assure you, than Cicero and Mme 
de Sevigne and Voltaire And no one knows the name 
of the humble soldier who was the first to find this charm- 
mg and expedient formula that never wears out It 
must have done duty in the time of Turenue, just as 
it did under the great Napoleon, and now does under 
M- Poincare The more often I read the letter, the more 
I recognize its genius There is not a word too much 
It IS c^eUed like a Roman mscnption of the best epoch 
See . ' This is only to give you to know ’ I defy the whole 
Academy to find anything better. Vhat would they put 
m its place ? A lot of periphrases and h3piocritical and 
imctuous formulas, more sloppy than a pot full of 
mustard > The ignorant will perhaps criticize ' Give 
you to know ’ ; but it is a pleasmg archaism ^ The 

^ Five lines are omitted here Tiie passage, including the 
preceding sentence, mns ' " Les ignorants cntiqneront pent-etre 
le verbe ' assavoir ’ XIpis c’est nn archaisme savonreux I.es 
anaens textes sont plans de ce verbe qni snpplSe an ^erbe 
‘ savour ’ et y ajonte nne nuance famili^e Kappelez vous dans 
Rabelais, Garg^tua ' Le doute qm troublait son entendement 
6tait assato,r ’ s’lldevait pleurer ponrle deuil de sa femme on nre 
pour la joie de son fils ’ ” This nuance is untranslatable, and the 
passage vrould be meanmgless m Elnghsh " Est a seule fin de 
vous fame assavom ” vrould be better rendered by " is onlj- to 
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soldier writes like Rabelais — no small praise The re- 
mainder, moreover, is m tune with the beg innin g It has 
the scent of the homely woods and gentle speech of old 
France ' To give you to know that I am well ' Notice 
that there may be variants here The soldier, as well 
as the avihan, is hable to sickness In fact he is more 
so, for illness, which is a disadvantage to the civihan, 
IS an advantage to the soldier It saves him from fatigue 
duty and night marches, m short, from that labonous 
]ob of bemg a hero at one sou a day Then the soldier 
wntes ‘ This is to give you to know that I am m hos- 
pital ’ And he adds, without reckmg of mockers, ' And 
wish you the same ’ That is to say, ' I give you to know, 
my dear parents, that I wish you were comfortably 
tucked up in a good bed like me mstead of slavmg at 
your work, and had nothing to do but take your ease 
and absorb soothmg dnnks ’ The soldier is a pattern 
of soldiers as well as of letter-writers He is thoroughly 
sound at heart Such a phrase ought to make people 
weep mstead of laugh But, alas, men of genius are 
always made game of, and great masterpieces go unre- 
cognized So there is the family reassured That is 
a great pomt In the service of the country no one 
knows what may happen So httle is needed to bnng 
our hero before a mihtary court The irritation of a 
Corsican corporal who has lost two francs at 
or had a row with his mistress So the family is reassured 
Father smiles, and mother wipes the comer of her eye 
When hearts are expansive, the purse-stnngs will be 
loosened You see how excellent is the exordium And 
how insmuating is the request ! ‘ If you can but send 
me a httle money ’ ‘ If you can but ’ Thus do the 

do you to wit,’’ but that the form is too archaic to do duty as an 
expression in a modem letter — P 
1 The umversal game of cards m France — J P 
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" Tlie more I reflect on this admirable letter, the more 
I deplore the ingratitude of men It has served every 
day, since men first fought and vrere soldiers That is 
to say, smce Homer and the creation of the iivorld. And 
no one bothers himself to find out whose flash of 
genius discovered this formula, so perfectly chiselled that 
the scj^e of time has produced no efiect upon it. A 
host of so-called great men are remembered Xone of 
them ever did so well as this So goes the way of the 
world ! ” 


* 3 ^ 

ARTICLE DE PARIS 

When Clemenceau was named prime minister, France 
succeeded him on the Ker^e Frets Presse of duenna. It 
was Madame who arranged it. 

“ But why in the name of goodness, my dear friend, 
do you want to inflict this weekly poena on me ^ 

“ Because it pays well You will get some eight hun- 
dred francs an article. You will be able to make an 
extra visit to the antique shop ” 

“ Very well, but you will do the article.” 

“ We will do it together. It’s simple enough ; a 
mere weekly letter with an account of French politics ” 
Every Wednesday toward five o’clock the following 
scene is played. 

“ Here is the man from the Nette Freie PresseF 
” WeU, Madame, and what does the man from the Xetfs 
Freie Presse want of me ? ” 

“ He wants the article. It must go oS to W enna 
this evening, or it won’t reach in tune ” 

“ It must go ofi this evening ? And who prevents it 
from gomg ^ ” 

You do I have spoken to you about it several 
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times But 5mu no longer pay any attention to what 
I say ” 

" Your words do me wrong, Madame They are unjust 
and pierce my heart ” 

•' No wheedling, please It is enough for me to ask 
sometliing, for you to do the opposite The man must 
have the article You have half an hour to do it ” 

" Very \\ ell, Madame Let some one fake this tiresome 
messenger of the Nciic Frete Presse of which I am the 
slave to the pantry and give him a glass of wme Let him 
drmk slov ly and give me the Figaro, HmiantU, and the 
Croix ” 

The papers are fetched and hastily gone through 
The decks are cleared for action Madame, France, and 
the Secretary are all at their posts , and the leaves fly as 
in a park on a windy day 

" Before aU else, Madame, I want to know what is the 
chief event of the week " 

“ Have you just dropped from the moon ? Do you 
hve in France, or are you a Red Indian or a peasant from 
the Danube ? The chief event is whatever you choose to 
make it The Viermese wiU devour whatever you deign 
to send them like milk-roUs ” 

" Madame, come to my help ! This Neite Frete 
Presse IS the bane of my old age I Oh, why did I accept 
such a servitude ? ” 

The scissors work , we cut out the most striking 
passages from the papers and gut the leaders 

"What’s the good of changmg anythmg? ’’ remarks 
Anatole France " It will only be spoilt m the trans- 
lation ” 

Francois, the manservant, appears 

" Madame, the man from the Neue Frete Presse says 
he IS m a hurry " 

" Give him another glass of wme 1 ” 
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With, great labour France has composed the first 
paragraph Then comes a quotation It is copious 
To set agamst the Croix, Madame smps another quota- 
tion from HiimamU I have scribbled somethmg and it 
IS tom from my hands Together it makes about a 
column Frangois returns 

“ It’s the man from the New Freie Presse agam 
He says he must take the article : otherwise he wdl miss 
the tram ” 

“ Give him another glass ” 

“ But, Madame, he has finished the bottle ” 

“ What was it ^ White, or red ? ’’ 

" Red, Madame ” 

" Then go on to the white Keep him for a quarter of 
an hour If he is hungry, give him some ham and cheese 
(To France) What’s that you’re doing, while I am 
winrung precious tune ? Making sketches of engagmg 
females ? When you ought to be tummg the mimstry 
out ! It’s enough to drive one crazy 1 ” 

“ Madame, there is a passage m Lamennais ” 

“ Come come, we have a quarter of an hour i I know 
you ! You want a week at least to find anything What 
has Lamennais got to say about the ministry ^ Put it m, 
then Who will thmk of venfymg it ? It will be trans- 
lated and, as you say, spoilt m the translation ” 

Thud appearance of the implacable Frangois 
“ The man of the Neue Freie Presse is gomg He 
says he doesn’t want to get the sack He is as full as an 
ommbus ” 

France signs the article 

“ What a pity,” he says ” Such a good article ! 
And that barrel of wme will go and drop it m the gutter 
and lose it ! ” 
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TAKE MY VENUS 

" Who has put you, 0 my Aphrodite, in such sad case ? 
She IS so smdl, my Venus, and so sweet She must be 
a Venus for humble folk and not a Cathedral Venus, hke 
that of Milo I can see her raised up on a column m the 
middle of the garden You know, my Venus was painted 
Like e\ erj' sclf-respectmg beauty she was made up She 
had rose on her cheeks and red on her bps Her eyes had 
nngs round them and her eyehds were shaded Traces 
of this taste for many colours have been found and remmd 
one of Samt-Sulpice But you must remember the 
Atlieman light, as soft and golden as honey Under 
so harmonious a sky, everythmg must seem in harmony 

" My Venus m the httle garden looked out over the 
square bed of egg-plant and love-apples The divmely 
protective shade of the fig trees tenderly covered and 
uncovered her People made her offenngs and hung 
garlands of fohage and flowers and frmt, the first of the 
orchard’s yield, on her column Innocent doves were 
sacnficed to her But one day came an ugly httle 
foreigner who preached a barbarous God m a barbarous 
tongue He was an ex-tentmaker, and excited the 
people's fanatiasm with his visionary zeal The idols 
were overthrown My Venus was broken and thrown 
mto a well, where she slumbered throughout the dark 
night of the Middle Ages But she blossomed agam 
hke a flower I do not know who disinterred her And 
now the OI)mipian who watched egg-plants and love- 
apples will, I trust, protect my loves I have one Venus 
already, the one m the hbrary, but she has no head 
You ivill tell me that the head is not woman’s essential 
organ Many women do without it This one has her 
head, but no arms The Venus of the hbrary— I bought 
her at Rome— has no legs Still, the essential remams 
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Which would you rather have — a Venus without arms, 
or without legs ? The question is embarrassing, but your 
answer is doubtless that you have arms and legs for 
two You are at the age of fatuous happmess At 
mme, one never has too much support 

“It IS only by a miracle that these three divme frag- 
ments have been found We will stick them together 
with the aid of a httle plaster See, nothmg is lacking 
but for the arms my Venus is complete Victory I “ 

“ I cannot share your enthusiasm ” 

“ And why not, pray ? ” 

“ This Venus does not appeal to me She is a 
fake ' 

“ A fake ! Wretched boy, you msult the Ol5mipians “ 
“ The torso and the legs mdeed might have come out 
of a well They are considerable fragments But how 
did Venus come not to lose her head m the notmg ? 
How is it that after so many centimes this httle head 
no bigger than an apncot was foimd together with the 
rest ? “ 

“ Do you mean to suggest that the ladies of Athens 
have palmed off a forgery on me ? “ 

“ Pass your hand over your goddess’s back. Master ’’ 

“ Most wiUmgly, my child ’’ 

" Do you feel nothing ^ ’’ 

“ Nothmg at all And you ? What impression does 
it make on you ? ” 

“ It makes on me the impression of a rasp Your 
Venus’ legs are gramed like morocco She has had the 
smallpox ’’ 

“ That’s very possible She is the patroness of the 
brotherhood But what are you getting at ? You are 
insupportable, with all your reticences If you have 
anything m your breast agamst my Venus, ease yourself 
of It.’’ 
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" This statue, my dear Master, is a copy a very skilful 
copy It IS probably of Italian workmanship You 
know that there exist lactones at Rome '' 

" But it comes from Athens ” 

"It’s an easy voyage to make This is a copy of 
Venus the chaste, and it has been broken, but with care 
to preserve the mam hnes It has been hterally carved 
up hke a chicken — ^head, arms, and trunk. And to give 
the modem marble an anaent texture it has been treated 
wath acid That is the reason of these aspenties and 
roughnesses and of the smallpox " 

" I have never met with such an intolerable turn of 
mmd as yours Your mgenuity m findmg reasons to 
despise thmgs is marvellous Your cntical spint leads 
you astray Of course I know that Venuses are fabneated 
at Rome by the dozen ! Every school-boy knows that 
they are mutilated and doctored with aad and martyrized 
to render them antique But there is all the difference 
betw’een such gross swmdles and this dehaous antique 
statue This is one of your bad days " 

The next mormng 

" You know, the Venus that was presented to me 
by the ladies of Athens is a patent forgery Yes, yes, 
yes, it’s one of the copies that are fabneated by the gross 
in Roman studios I saw that at once These modem 
Greeks are true Greeks through and through As if I 
had asked them for anything ! I must get nd of this 
votive encumbrance Be so kmd as to take it to Mme 

S m the Rue de I'Abbaye Rodm pokes about m 

her shop Our modem Michelangelo is completely 
tasteless He buys everything that he takes to be 
antique His ignorance is almost ostentatious Tins 
Venus will do admirably m his collection But she is 
heavy How will you manage ? Take one piece as a 
sample. Which one’ The legs? The torso? The 
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head? Take the head Lovers always fall victims to 
the nose The}’’ are very wrong, though ; for 3'ou can 
have a pretty httle face and a miserable body It’s as 
though you were to judge a bottle of wane by the cork. 
One should alwa3*s go straight to the mark The head 
IS but a small part of the whole, and the most insigm- 
ficant where love is concerned. The head — ^why, every 
boy of fourteen has a girls head Dress bim up and no 
one will know the difierence That is why I always 
begm by a thorough exammation, so following the behests 
of human law and diMne. It is a matter in which no 
attention can be too devoted. Take the head then 
To-morrow you can add the legs, and we ivill keep the 
torso for the dessert” 

Two da3*s later comes the reply from the antique 
dealer in the Rue de rAbba5’’e 

" She does not consider the Venus worthy of her 
windows It is a gross forgery.” 

“ And Rodin ? ” 

“ Oh, Rodm wants no more Venuses He has his 
bellyful already. In fact he has sent back three or four 

to Ifme S and told her . ’ Offer these Venuses to 

France. He understands nothing about them and will 
revel m them ’ ” 

“ What a numskull he is, that sculptor f My chil d, 
we must leave fools to chatter. I will make you a present 
of my Venus WTiere would be the best place for you 
to put her ? And you know, she is perhaps genuine.” 

S: * 

HUGO AND BHRAKGER 

The best poet of the nineteenth century is Baanger. 
From the pomt of view of syntax and language, I mean 
Bus language is that of the eighteenth century, onlj’' much 
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simpler, for he keeps far from the lync artifice of J -B 
Rousseau and of Lebrun-Pmdar Be'ranger follows the 
true French tradition and celebrates wine, love, and 
glory He is a nationalist or, if you prefer, an imperialist 
— it W'as the same thmg m his day He is as brave as 
the archer of Bagnolet , but brave after the battle In 
his memoirs the bard of the epic — ^for after aU it’s he 
who gave its finest wmgs to the legend — ^relates with 
charmmg effrontery how he escaped from conscnption 
He never saw the inside of a recrmtmg oflfice Towards 
the end of the Empire deserters abounded ' When I 
met tlie gendarmes,’ he says, ' I took off my hat to them 
I was prematurely bald, and my baldness was as good 
as a doctor’s certificate they put me down at forty 
at tlic very least ’ But that didn’t prevent his cele- 
brating the glory of Little Crop-head,^ who would have 
sent Bdranger to pnson if he had not, as we may say 
\vith justice, taken tune by the forelock 
” Some of B&'anger’s httle odes recall the best of the 
sixteenth century 

You will grow old, my mistress fair * — 

seems stolen from Ronsard For my part, I confess, I 
put Lc Dieu des Bonnes Gens far above Ruih ei Booz 
Don’t look so scandahzed , you distress me Are you 
such an admirer of Ruih ei Booz ? Don’t let’s speak of 
it then It is a masterpiece It is a masterpiece of the 
ludicrous ” 

Anatole France begins to recite through his nose 
He keeps a pecuharly pious tone, nasal like the sound of a 
pan-pipe, to run down those authors of whom he dehghts 
to make Aunt Salhes 

J Le PeM Tondu, i e Napoleon — J P 
• Vous vieiUirez, fl ma belle maltresse 
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“ This old man possessed fields of wheat and barley , 
Though he was nch, he was to justice inchned 
There was no filth in the water of his mill, 

And he had no heU m the fire of his forge ^ 

That IS to say, stnpped of metaphor, that his miU- 
pond was kept clean and that his forge shone like a 
new sou Which means that Booz was a restless, arrant 
skmflmt who passed his tune m annoymg his employees 
and gomg from the mill to the forge and the forge to the 
mill like a weaver’s shuttle He was nch that suggests 
that he was unjust No one could stay long with him 
He was constantly at the emplo3anent agency 

Booz was a good master and devoted parent 

That’s to say he was a good father and husband and 
paid his taxes on the first demand 

He was generous, although he was economical 

I told you, he was an arrant skmflmt and his chanty 
was mere ostentation He would give thmgs to be 
raffled , but no one had enough to eat m his house, 
and he always earned on him the key of the wme-ceUar 
and the cupboard 

The women looked more at Booz than at a young man 

Remarkable observation ! Women haven’t changed, you 
see They were makmg eyes at his money-bags 

For the yoimg man is fair, but the old man is grand 

Yes, yes But when they’ve got the grand old man’s 
money, they’ll have the fair young one mto the bargam 

^ Ce vieiUard poss^dait des champs de bl6 et d’orge, 

II 6tait, quoique nche, k la justice enclm, 

H n’avait pas de fange en I’eau de son monim, 
n n'avait pas d'enfer dans le feu de sa forge 
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And fire is to be seen m the eyes of young men 

So long as the oil is there to make it bum ! 

But in the eye of the old man is to be seen a hght ^ 

The hght that is to be seen in the eye of old men is prm- 
cipaUy that of lustful desire ” 

METAMORPHOSIS 

" L was dmmg yesterday with Mme de He 

IS astomshing The strange creature is made up like a 
demi-mondame Naval officer as he is, he had a whole 
reef of rouge on each cheek and a pound of khol under 
his eyes He does not want to grow old and thanks 
to these artifices he succeeds, although he can really 
not be said to look the younger for it All these pomades 
keep him hke an Egyptian mummy m a state of non- 
putrescence that is more disgustmg than decrepitude 
He looks not so much ahve, as embalmed. I watched 
him all through dmner and he produced the impression 
on me of one of those stuffed birds with glass eyes that 
the middle classes love to stick on the top of bookcases ” 

* * * * * 

^ The lines which Anatole France is guying are, together with 
the previous stanza quoted complete, from Booz Endormt m 
Victor Hugo's La Legende des Srdcles The stanzas &om which 
these hnes come are as follows — 

B 002 6tait bon maltre et fidSIe parent, 
n 6tait g6n6reux, quoiqu'il filt econome, 

Les femmes regardaient Booz plus qu'nn jeune homme. 

Car le jeune homme est bean, mais le viedlard est grand 
Le vieillard, qm revient vers la source premidre, 

Entre aux jours 6temels et sort des jours changeants , 

Et Ton voit de la flamme aux yeux des jennes gens, 

Maia dans I’oeil du vieiJlard on voit de la InmiSre 

JP 


s 
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A DILEMMA 

An anecdote m a conversation about duelling 
Samte-Foix was sitting one day at the play next a 
professional bravo 

“ Sir," said he to his neighbour, bowing m the pohtest 
way, " I beg you to be so kind as to leave the stall where 
you are sitting and to move two or three seats farther 
off" 

" And why, pray ? " asked the other with his feathers 
bnsthng 

" Sir, I am a man who loves pohteness, nor do I hke 
distressmg others Do not obhge me to say something 
that will be unpleasant to you " 

" My httle gentleman, I give you my word that I 
shall remam m my place until you teU me why you want 
me to leave it " 

" Sir, courtesy is the virtue I most prize I beg you 
to change your seat with good grace and not to force me 
to give you disagreeable reasons " 

“ Enough of this i Here I am, and here I stay " 

“ For the last time, sir, will you change your seat ? " 
" And, by the powers, why should I ^ " 

"You msist, sir ? I am deeply distressed Heaven 
is my witness that I have done everything to avoid 
givmg you pam Very well then If I ask you to sit 
a httle farther off, it is — ^it is because you stmk, sir 
You stmk horribly — ^your feet and your whole person 
You smell hke a shoulder of mutton or a Capuchm fnar 
The devil himself couldn’t stand it ” 

" Death and damnation, you msult me • Give me 
your address To-morrow mommg two of my friends 
will come to arrange matters with two of yours Zounds ! 

Small sword or sabre or pistol " 

" What, su, a duel, because I consider that you give 
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off an evil smell ^ Come now, reflect You are unreas- 
onable If you kill me, you will stink no less And 
if I kill you, you \vill only stink the more 1 ” 

* i|: % 

DUCHESNE, THE PIRATE 

" At that time Monsignor Duchesne was plam Abb6 
Duchesne He was, I think, at the Cannes, together 
ivith Loisy However, he already belonged to the realms 
of Immortahty He was a member of one of the com- 
ponent parts of the Institute — the Acad^mie des Inscnp- 
tionsetBeUes-Lettres — ^whichare a kmd of poor relations 
of the Acadfemie Franfaise, the great, the true daughter 
of the lUustnous cardmal One day a keen dispute broke 
out between the abb^ and a well-known leader of the 
Celtic movement The question was, what language did 
Adam and Eve speak m the Garden of Eden Cimbnc 
or Low Breton ? Each of the two mamtamed his view 
•mth patnotic firmness As m the burlesque battle m 
Luirtn ^ they hurled quotations at each other, and rained 
blows ivith dusty fohos The sittmg came to an end , 
but the dispute still contmued and was prolonged through 
the hall and mto the street m the midst of cabs and omm- 
buses, and finally from landing to landing up the Abbd 
Duchesne’s staircase and mto his dining-room, where our 
two antagonists revived the fire of the eternal quarrel 
with unexpected texts and bitmg insmuations across 
the table 

" At last the mtrepid Celt realized that it was becommg 
late If the question was not exhausted his breath 
was 

" ‘ I see,’ he wheezed m a bitter tone, ‘ two babas au 
rhum m that dish on the sideboard These pleasant 
* Boileau's poem — J P 
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dainties warn me that it wiE soon be time for you to 
partake of corporeal sustenance with your lady house- 
keeper, and I should regret indeed were I to retard so 
touchmg a coUation I wiU only ask you one more ques- 
tion is there still a boat for Auteuil ^ ’ 

“ ' That,’ rephed the abbe without cordiahty, ‘ I am 
unable to tell you. I pay no attention to fresh-water 
traffic ’ 

" ‘ True,' retorted the Celt promptly, ‘ bemg a de- 
scendant of Breton pirates, you have always had an 
irresistible leaning towards more spicy elements ’ 

“ On which he left without shaking the hand that the 
Abb4 Duchesne — did not hold out to him 
" They remamed on bad terms for t%vo years, but be- 
came reconciled at a fimeral As they walked behmd the 
coffin, they worked out an mtermediate theory that was 
a compromise between their two opimons and spared the 
vanity of both m the Garden of Eden our common an- 
cestors, Adam and Eve, talked now Cunbnc, now Low 
Breton Cunbnc was kept for great occasions and formal 
conversation Low Breton was for moments of ease, 
affection, and endearment You laugh, httle wretch ? 
Oh, I read m your heart that you thmk I am exaggeratmg 
Well, ever so httle ' Very good Now take down at 
random a volume from the pubhcations of the Ecole des 
Charles Read there, and you will find arguments 
of a precisely similar character, even if they are less 
amusmg ” 

# t * 

JUDGMENT REVISED 

" My best books ^ Those that had no success * His- 
toire Cmmque and Jeanne A' Arc My poorest books ^ 
Those that every one praises Thais and le Lys Roiige ” 
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AN EXPLANATION 

" Why am I draw towards soaahsm ? Better be 
drawn than be dnven " 

rora IN TOURS 

" Have I ever related to you our tour m Tours ? No ? 
So much the better It’s worth while 
“ It was last summer when we were tounng m Touraine 
We did the chS.teaux of the Loire A chateau every 
morning, a church at midday, and a museum m the 
afternoon — without countmg the booksellers and the 
cuno dealers 

" One rooming at Tours I determined to evade the 
hard labour allotted to the day and, while Madame was 
m her bath, attempted an escape She hailed me from 
the window 

" ' Where are you off to, so early ? ’ 

'' ' To St Gatien, Madame, to the cathedral ’ 

" ' The cathedral ! Are you gomg to get converted ? 
The pnests are not out of bed yet 1 ' 

" ' What an idea I Listen to the bells They are 
nngmg for low mass But I am not gomg to make my 
devotions, but to admire the splendid bmldmg ’ 

" ' One minute I'll come with you ' 

" I resigned myself to my morrung bemg spoilt, and 
we set off Hard by the sanctuary fair creatures were 
laughmg at their wmdows Doubtless you have noticed 
yourself that ladies of pleasure, like night-burds, generally 
nest round cathedrals I have often verified this When 
you come to a town you don’t know, you always find 
carnal consolations side by side with the spiritual There 
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dead in infancy, that you got up so early ? Let us go 
and see it then ' 

" ' Ah, I quite forgot ! I was so stupid yesterday as 
not to buy a very rare book I found at Lebodo’s, the 
second-hand bookseller There was the subject of a 
charming short story m it He may sell it to some one 
else ! I hardly slept last night for thmkmg of it I will 
rush off to Lebodo and come back with the book m my 
pocket ' 

" ' Very good Let us rush together Louis XI's 
child wiU not fly away m the meantime ’ 

No, no, Madame I will not allow it I have com- 
mitted a folly and I will expiate it Go to the end 
of the apse and admire the dauphm’s tomb You have 
such exquisite taste that you will be enraptured with this 
matchless imknown masterpiece I could not dream of 
lettmg you come with me to the bookseller’s your httle 
feet would suffer tembly on these homble stones Go 
to the tomb of Louis XI's son at the end of the choir 
It's a marvel 1 ' 

" Quite dumbfounded, Madame advanced mto the 
incense-laden gloom, whde I made off to God's lusaous 
creature How long my conversation with this pleasmg 
person lasted, I cannot say with any approach to saentific 
accuracy, but I thmk, without boasting, three-quarters of 
an hour Retummg to St Gatien, I found Madame m 
a state of frantic rage Her haur was awry and the 
beadle and the pew-openers were cowenng before her 
uphfted parasol The pnest had mtemipted his holy 
mcantations at the altar Madame looked like Athahe 
m the temple 

" ' Where is the tomb of Louis XI's son ? ' she barked 
* I insist on seemg the tomb I will not go away without 
seemg it ! I shall telegraph to the Conservator of Histori- 
cal Monuments and to the Minister of Pubhc Instruction 
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It IS monstrous ' Listen, these dolts have the impudence 
to tell me that this monument that you have described 
does not exist • ’ 

“ I hardly knew how to calm her, but it had to be done, 
for I beheve the priest was sendmg for the pohce I 
chose the heroic path and told her the truth ‘ Madame,’ 
I said m an easy tone, ' these good people are nght The 
tomb of Louis XI’s son, that mcomparable masterpiece 
of French mediaeval sculpture, is not at Tours, but at 
Angers ’ Madame suddenly fell silent Her wath 
changed to stupefaction For two whole days she did 
not speak to me They were two days gamed ” 

« * « * * 
CASUISTRY 

“ That terrible Jaur^s is really baptismaUy naif He 
dined with Madame yesterday and of course made a 
great speech at dessert on future society ' Every ori't 
will have his place Every thmg will be m common'. 
There will be no more rich and no more poor ' Whilev 
he was soaring over Arcadia, I amused myself by stickmg' 
a pm mto his balloon 

" ' And m your ideal repubhc, what are you gomg to 
do with works of art, Jaurds ? ’ 

“ Suddenly Madame takes alarm She casts an 
anguished glance on the beautiful tapestries that line 
the dmmg-room it is a glance that embraces furniture, 
silver, and everythmg 

“ ‘Yes, Jaur^,’ she asks, ‘ when the great day 
arrives, viU you leave me my pictures and statues and 
silver ’ ’ 

" ' That IS a question of organization,' replies the 
Demosthenes of Carmaux m his Gascon accent 

“ I give him anotlier dig 
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i " ' Yes or no, Jaur^ do these statues and works of 
* art belong to Madame, or to the nation ? ’ 

\ " ' To the nation ! ' shouts Jaur^, thumpmg the table 

V with his fist, ‘ to the nation ! ’ 

There we have it,' sighs Madame 'Invite people 
^ to dinner, and as soon as their paunch is Imed, they carry 
off the spoons as a patnotic souvenir ' 

, " Jaur^s IS visibly perturbed 

" ' kfadame,' says he, ' it is incontestable that these 
'I marvellous tapestnes, these radiant pictures^ these noble 
j statues, and all these works of art belong to the com- 
j' munity ’ 

" At this point the tnbune makes a pause, takes a sip 
of champagne, and continues in a more concihatory tone 
" ' But smce these marvels compose a harmomous 
whole that it would be barbansm to destroy, and smce 
i\e revolutionanes are not vandals, all those works of 
art will be left in trust with you, till the social revolution 
You shall be their responsible guardian 

♦ * * ♦ * 

THE BLACKEST OF THE CHILDREN OF MEN 

He calls B " the blackest of the children of men " 

It IS about this statesman that he teUs the following 
httle fable 

" B came to Pans from his distant provmcial 

town m the hope of beconung a ' coahe,’ or a bar-tender, 
or a hot chestnut-man But nature, which made him 
so black, had given him a remarkably fine voice One 
day while he was smgmg an air as he earned a sack of 
coals, the manager of the opera remarked the coalman's 
beautiful organ ' What nchness ! ' he thought ‘ What 
softness ! That feUow has feehng and the art of vanety 
Pity he’s so black.' 
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" The manager of the opera in those days was an honest 
man and recrmted his company from among smgers 
We have left such archaic scruples far behmd To-day, 
according to Madame’s information, it is mmisters, 
senators, and deputies who nommate the tenors, ban- 
tones, and sopranos It is no longer a question of voices 

but of votes Where was I ^ Oh, at melodious B 

the blackest of the children of men At the second 
verse of the song the manager could no longer restram 
himself Drawing from his fur coat — for opera managers 
always wear fur coats — a portly Russia leather pocket- 
book, he chose from among the thousand-franc notes a 
miserable note for a himdred francs that happened to 
be there, no one knows how — for the manager of our 
national institution never has anythmg on him but 
thousand-franc notes, bemg wholly made of gold. Hold- 
mg out the blue shp to the coahe, ‘ My fnend,’ he said, 

‘ you smg hke an angel, but you are as black as the devil 
Here are a hundred francs Leave your sack there , 
give up this vile trade Go straight with the money to 
the Samantame Take a bath, and don't spare the 
soap From the bath, go to the shop opposite Buy 
a frock-coat and a top-hat and come to see me at 
the opera That is the place for you I wiU make 
your fortune and you shall make mme You may be 
black, but you have the wealth of Pactolus m your 
throat ’ 

" Black B took the note but didn't leave his sack 

He did not go to the Samantame, but to the Embank- 
ment He took no bath, and bought no frock-coat nor 
crush-hat, but books and autographs He came to 
the opera blacker than ever , but when he opened his 
throttle, it was Orpheus himself The manager was m a 
state of ecstasy, and gave him a part Smce that time, 
my fnend, black B enchants all with his smgmg No 
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one can let out such glonous gurgles as he As long as 
he warbles no one notices his marvellous blackness 
But the moment he stops, then he appears what he is 
in reahty~a ' coahe ’ ” 

* ♦ * ♦ ♦ 

OH, GOBINEAU ! OH, STENDHAL I 

"Gobineau is prodigiously tedious He wrote with- 
out ceasing, for his oivn pleasure, but rarely for that of 
others When I see Kahn (?) I shall tell him ' Irfy 
fnend, you dismterred Gobmeau, now you must buiy 
the coipse again ’ 

" \Vhat’s the matter with all the young men, to pros- 
trate themselves so before Stendhal ? There is no 
author less proper to youth for Beyle, love is a geo- 
metncal problem " 

* ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

THE BLUE POTS 

A bargain is gomg on between Photopoulos the Greek 
cuno dealer and M Bergeret m the latter’s bedroom 
M Bergeret is at leisure this mommg and amuses himself 
by tormentmg the Levantme 

The subject of the discussion is two httle pots of blue 
glass They are scored with white and are marvellously 
graceful and dehcate, with ms tmts added by tune that 
resemble the colours of a pigeon’s neck France handles 
them with dehght and makes then dimples laugh m the 
sunshme The Greek, who is placed opposite him, 
attempts to read a price on the author’s face 

" How old may these glass pots be ? Two thousand 
years ? Or two ? ” 
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The Greek protests 

" Oh, Master > You think I would offer you fakes > 
I should never dare You are too much of a connoisseur 
Of course I have forged Tanagras, for imbeciles ” 

He brmgs out of an mside pocket of his overcoat a 
box that once contained Turkish dehght and exhumes a 
clay figurme from the cotton-wool 
" What do you say to that. Master ? ” 

“ It’s very pretty ” 

" WeU, It IS a fake ” 

“ So much the worse for it and for you too What is 
it worth, fake and all ? ” 

" I know a collector who wffl give three thousand 
francs for it ” 

" Then, my fnend, it is not a fake and you are calum- 
mating your figurme I will buy it from you at the 
price of a modem piece of work, on condition that you 
give me mto the bargam the address of the collector ” 
The Levantme (impudently) “ Perhaps it’s your- 
self ” 

France (givmg back the figurme with disgust) 

" The Greeks never made hands like that Those 
are the hands of a cook To come back to your pots 
How much do you want for them ^ ” 

" Five hundred francs ” 

“ Take them away ” 

“ Then quote me a figure ” 

" What’s the good ^ The difference between my 
price and yours is too great Besides your pots are 
fakes Things like these are fabricated by the gross at 
Murano, near Vemce ” 

“ Oh, Master, you are laughmg at me Look closer 
at them How toe and elegant they are 1 And theu 
colour I There is not a glass-worker m aU Italy capable 
of makmg that ” 
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" They are good copies " 

Copies ? I saw them dug up from a tomb myself ” 
" Very possibly Had you been a httle sooner, you 
would have seen them buned m the tomb That's the 
classic dodge Not a tounst goes to Greece but a httle 
hypogeum is orgamzed for him, and he sees dug up corns 
manufactured in Italy, medals m Germany, and pots, 
glassvork, Tanagras, and lamps moulded m France " 

" But, Master, this tomb was m my father’s garden 

He was digging up an ohve tree one day ” • 

" Mmerva’s ohve tree I knew it ! ” 

" And among the roots of the tree ” 

*' Your ohve tree goes too deep mto history Listen 
Your pots are pretty, although faked I will give one 
to a lady who fancies herself at archaology She has 
great patience and her charms are not faked What's 
your bottom pnce ? ” 

“ A hundred and twenty francs ” 

" The pair ? ” 

" No, no ! Each ” 

" You are a pirate I will take one at sixty francs 
to offer to the lady Together with a bag of chocolates ” 

" And what shall I do with the other ? No one will 
want to have one without the pair " 

" Don't weep, my fnend To obhge you, I will take 
it Now then, I have no more tune Here’s a hundred- 
franc note Look at it weU It’s less pretty than your 
pots, but it’s not faked Will you take it ? It’s lunch 
tune ” 

The Greek puts the note m his pocket with an air of 
fury He lisps, with his hand on his heart 

'' I give you my word, dear Master, they are genume 

It was my father And if you were not a great wnter , 

I would take them away — I would break them ” 

As soon as he IS gone, France examines the dehcate 



286 


ANATOLE FRANCE HIMSELF 


little pots mth a magnif5rmg-glass He rubs his hands 
and strokes his beard 

" You know, my fnend, they are genume , perfectly 
authentic I shall keep them for myself " 

4 : 

THE ARGENTINE LADY 

An Argentme lady has expressed the desu'e to present 
her two young sons to the most famous author of modem 
times She has high hopes of the mterview Her sons 
will never forget it and will be honoured throughout 
South Amenca by reason of it 

I read her letter to Anatole France Mme de A 

IS a fnend of mine I give her two boys lessons m French 
and hterature 

" What age is the mother ’ ” he asks ex abrupt^ “ Her 
letter is pamfully high falutm It might be wntten m 
the days when the expinng patnarch of Femey blessed 
Frankhn's sons I haven’t tom the hghtnmg from 
heaven, and I am not a patnarch yet and don't excel at 
benedictions — particularly benedictions of boys If they 
had been girls now I Why doesn’t she go to her pansh 
church ? ” 

" Her piety is all for you, my dear Master Her draw- 
ing-room IS papered with your portraits and her hbrary 
Imed with the rarest editions of your works She made a 
pilgrimage to the Quai Malaquais to stand m contempla- 
tion before the house where you were bom She went 
into the shop, which belongs now to a cuno-dealer, and 
earned away a fragment of glass from the wmdow which 
she keeps m a medaUion like wood from the trae cross ” 

" What’s her age ? ” 

" It IS not easy to say She is a npe, maiestic beauty ” 

" Fair or dark ? ” 
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'' As dark as the night And her eyes ! Ah, and her 
hair, her breast 1 ” 

"For a choir-boy yon have a singnlarly appetizing 
way of offering the basket of holy bread! Tell this 
South Amencan enchantress that I place myself at her 
feet and at her orders * her tune shall be nune, day or 
night But couldn't she leave her children at home ? 
I feel it hardly moral to bnng these bounding hon cubs 
to an Academiaan Was it for that they changed slg^ 
and dim ate and navigated the perfidious ocean ? ” 

A captions discussion follows as to the most fittmg 
place for the meeting 

" At Madame's ^ The surronndmgs are more unposmg, 
but it is not to be thought of Madame is jealous as a 
tigress and would scratch the Argentme lady’s eyes out 
The ViUa Said ? Not bad . picturesque, but uncom- 
fortable The lady and her unavoidable darlings would 
have at least to have tea offered them, and cake. Tea 
and cake ; yes, and what about Josephme ^ If that 
most bihous of maidservants is m a good temper, ah, 
then everythmg wiU go well and the house will be meta- 
morphosed mto a temple of sweetness and of sweets 
But, by the samted Socrates, if she has got out of bed 
wrong foot first, then there won’t be a smgle lump of 
sugar m the house All the napkins, cups, and teaspoons 
wall be at the pawnbroker's The range wiH be under 
repair. There will be an explosion of gas So we must 
take measures beforehand. Now you are m Josephine s 
good books Yes, yes , she has a tender feeling for you 
Well, play upon it Oh, platomcally > Confidentially 
She is as vam as a turkey-cock- Seem to lay bare your 
heart to her Put it something like this ' The old boj 
is getting more and more mtolerable every day A 
pnncess from a far-off country, who has heard in her 
palace of the wonderful way you keep the house and mal e 
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tea, has journeyed here to see for herself if it is true 
She wants to come to the Villa Said to show you her 
children, Josephme, but he’s so faddy and jealous that 
he says it’s impossible He declares it’ll turn everythmg 
upside down, and that you have no spoons or biscmts or 
silver, m fact nothmg that’s needed , and that you’ve 
never made tea m your life and are such an old owl that 
you don’t want to receive anyone ’ You’ll see, my friend, 
that will make her as sweet as honey, and she wdl give us 
a banquet She will go mto the parks and steal flowers 
for the table ! ” 

Josephme has rmned herself m candles, which she gets 
from a wax-chandler near Samt-Sulpice who supphes 
churches and chapels and has the papal arms over his 
shop The drawmg-room downstairs is illuminated like 
a catafalque 

France has put on his finest skull-cap, m currant-red 
flowered Jouy cloth His moustaches are victoriously 
curled He rushes to meet the visitor, kisses her hand, 
and launches out mto a madrigal which meanders from 
the front-door to the drawmg-room The lady pushes 
forward her children who have been parrotted by Mme 

Th of the Com^die Fran9aise m a laudatory address 

They are m Eton jackets, which surprises the Master 
“ I hoped to see you dressed like toreadors,” he says 
Their mother’s fine, black eye fascmates him 
“ My children,” he goes on, ” you are so good as to 
express to an old man your admiration for his works 
It IS I rather who am dazzled by your grace and youthful 
pnde When I consider your works, madam, I feel I 
am poor mdeed ” 

The boys have brought copies of Sylvestre Bonnard 
with them and beg for an mscnption 

“ Sylvestre Bonnaid ! Always Sylvestre Bonnard ' It 
is the most msipid and tedious of aU my books I wrote 
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it to win a prize of the Academy , and I wrote it so well, 
or rather so badly, that I won the prize • Have you won 
prizes at Eton, my children ? ” 

The vigilant mother steps mto the breach 
" My boys are little exiles who have great difficulty 
m keepmg up with their comrades, despite the best will 
m the world But they are making wonderful progress 
They speak Enghsh hke their mother tongue, and read 
Dickens with perfect ease ” 

" I am fond of Dickens,” says Anatole France " He 
is a very good writer He is often compared to his 
disadvantage with our Daudet That is not my opmion 
Of course Daudet is chamung , but he lacks depth His 
characters are arbitrary and superficial He sees only 
the skm of men and the varnish of thmgs He lacte 
general ideas Dickens’ work, on the contrary, is of soaal 
importance It insmuates a moral mto the plot And 
then he has the feehng of his digmty as a writer A 
wretched httle beggar-girl m Piccadilly is beaten by a 
drunkard, and the poor child's lament rises above the 
city’s smoke to the seat of eternal Justice in the radiant 
emp5Tean The lament of that wounded bird is heard 
and lets loose the thunder I envy Dickens his generosity 
and his gemus for creduhty ” 

He signs his name m the books that the boys have 
brought 

'' And you, my dear lady ? Do you ask me nothing ? 
WiU you go away hence empty-handed ? ” 

The fair Argentme purrs " There is somethmg I 
should hke to ask, but it is very dehcate and I fear to 
be mdiscreet ” 

" Indeed ? So dehcate as that ? To what can you 
allude ? ” 

“ To your soul, my dear Master ” 

" My soul ? ” 
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“ Yes, your soul I am anxious for your soul ” 

“ All, would that you were so for my body > ” 

“ Do not laugh on so serious a matter You have 
no rehgion You do all m your power to be damned 
And your work is so seductive that you damn me with you 
But I mean to stop myself on the mclme, and I would 
save you too with me ” 

“ Stop yourself then, and I will hold on to your petti- 
coats Let the devd do his worst, I shall not let go ” 
“ Do you thmk sometimes of your end ? ” 

“ Never, madam, never > ” 

“ What, IS this world enough for you ? ” 

*' Yes mdeed , I am not ambitious ” 

“ Oh, how I pity you, so famous now, so adulated ! 

And if the next world • ” 

“ If only I am seated on the same cloud with you, 
I shall not mmd which side I am on with the goats 
or with the sheep ” 

“ Dear Master, you turn everythmg mto ndicule Yet 
death is a serious thmg ” 

“ Beheve me, nothmg is more comic At a funeral 
the deceased always cuts the siUiest figure ” 

“ You received a good Christian education Your 
mother was a pious woman You began so weU ! Oh, 
there is good m you you will come back to rehgion ” 
“ Bemg with you, I am already m it, and with you I 
will go wherever you want ” 

“ How if I took you at your word ^ Would you come 
with me now to the Spanish chapel ? We should be there 
m a second ” 

“ Is that your parish church ? ” 

" Yes ” 

" Ah, what a pity ! It has no reputation ” 

“ What does reputation matter 1 What is needed is 
grace ” 
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" Ah, as for grace, there is more here than m all the 
sanctuaries in Pans I feel its miraculous workings in 
me' ” 

"Let us stick to the point Will you come to the 
chapel with me ^ ” 

" Why not ’ It will be hke a novel of the Restora- 
tion. days," 

" It is not a question of novels ! There \ ou will find 
good confessionals and excellent padres, vho will uasli 
your consaence clean with the most soulful speed '' 

" I shall be happ3'' to confess sins — but lo 3 ou 

alone ” 

" Ah, my dear Waster, what should I do with your 
sms, who have enough of ray own ^ Alas, 3 ou are one 
of my sms, my mortal sin ' " 

" You make me vam ” 

" Yes, my mortal sin M3* confessor forbid-? me to read 
you " 

" And you want to put me mto the hands of a oo’t 
like him ’ Yhy, he will forbid me to wntc ' " 

" No, but he will exhort 30U henceforth to wntc cdifv - 
mg thmgs, and to empIo3' the incomparable gift" 30a 
have received from God in the service of religion ' 

“ And, pra3*, do I do an3*thing else ’ " 

" Moreover 300 know, whether 30U would o'* no, rr'’cc 
operates ” 

" It does, indeed, it docs ' ” 

"Then wh}* will 3*ou not come wnth me to j a 
tmy httle pra3*cr before the Madonna * ’ 

" Not a tin3 httle prav cr, no ' Don t let -? Iw r t 'a 
A whole novena, if vou hke, but here •’rd w-th \ oi 
And whv* not’ There arc as manv IhL ^ 
relics here as in 3*our mimnw^ of a clurds w t! e vVi.r 
de I'Alma ” 
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DYNAMITE IN CURL-PAPERS 

“ There are certain truths that are pecuharly hard 
for the hierarchies of established order and common sense 
to swallow, and the}'’ must be dished up with an air of 
extreme mdifierence We work for a middle-class pubhc , 
it is the only one that reads Therefore don't tear the 
veil brutally from the temple Rumple it Riddle it 
with sly httle holes Under pretence of mendmg it cut 
ofE httle bits here and there, and dress up doUs m them. 
Let your reader have the easy triumph of gomg one better 
than you 

“ People take me for a juggler, a sophist, a droll fel- 
low In reahty I have passed my life twisting dynamite 
mto curl-papers ” 

c ♦ ♦ ^ ^ 

LIVE HAPPY IN THE WORLD 

He tells a good story of how he got nd of a haison that 
had become a nuisance. 

" I didn't know how to get out of it Whoever said 
‘ No thin g in nature is so heavy as the body of a woman 
you have ceased to love,' was far from stupid She was 
of the clmging variety, and the more I tried to disengage 
mj'self, the more she dung But m the paroxj'sm of our 
passion she had given me her latch-key 

“ The o’ther day she was so innocent as to say to me 
' Will you kin dly give me back the key ? My husband is 
retummg to Pans ? ' 

“ I leaped at the chance 

" ' Here is the key • ' I answered in a broken voice 
' I understand the depth of my misfortune I shall die 
of it, but what matter, so long as you are happy ' ' 

" With that I sped down the staircase four steps at a 
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time From the landing she raised ululations hke Dido 
over jEnjeas departmg And I continued to repeat 
bombastically, wth my hand on my heart , ‘ I shall die 
of it I I shall die J ’ 

At the door I jumped mto a cab, she pursuing me at 
the double ' Whip up your old nag ! ' I cned to the 
cabman You shall have a big tip ' And turning to 
her, with my hand on my heart ' Live happy in the 
world, and leave me m peace I ’ ” 

♦ ♦ * ♦ ♦ 

THE HISTORIC TABLECLOTH 

An Amencan lady begs msistently for the favour of an 
audience, and moves heaven and earth to get it She 
gets mtroductions from ministers, and from academicians, 
and from cuno-dealers 

" Is she attractive ? " asks Anatole France of Josephme 
“ Oh ! ” answers the maid, sketching as it were a well- 
filled basket m the neighbourhood of her bosom with a 
gesture of the hand 
“ Good I'U see her ” 

The lady comes Her charms are opulent, but some- 
what npe She mvites the Master to dinner He 
graciously accepts But the luckless woman proceeds 
to disclose her plan At dessert Anatole France will be 
so charrmng as to write some profound thought on the 
tablecloth, with his name and the date The tablecloth 
IS histone All that is famous m the Old World and the 
New has eaten c\nd wntten on it The Amencan lady 
has the autographs embroidered There are more than 
three hundred of them Debussy, Maeterhnck, Massenet, 
Rostand, a cardmal 

Suddenly France remembers that he is ill His stomach 
IS out of order, or is it his hver ? He had forgotten 
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IrctvirM woiiM think tint it inhnbitcd by .1 
rri’rl (' 1 In tin of (-irl*- the malttr takes a com- 
mr'onl tnm Tin , nr tnarK thn, is what is said to 
thcni . ' CoMr it nji wdl. darling ; let no one get wind of 
It lt\ a itrivuj* ! It's jour capital! Keep it dose 
If \nu 1 ( t the Ir* ; tinv scrap of \l be seen, all the rest is 
w.'th nothim, and \ou will be a low creature that no 
one will want for h’<< wife ' Jims the majonty of little 
f irl , and b.e | ir! and women too, gel the idea that tlicy 
nn}, do atntluni when the light n put out Wliat do 
\ on saj to \ irim tint only ln'« tin. strength of a candle ’ ” 

• • * » * 

;.M0 !Mr.s n tn.t 

" Fnr boj's, the method chosen is no better First 
impro Mon*. are l> rants 1 he sdiool-boy discovers Venus 
in tin Ia\-’lor\ or the maid’s bedroom, and for all his 
bh the sordid memory of it wall tyrannir-c over him 
" It IS the ‘•torj* of ^Iadamc’s baba 
" If \nu w>nl to mnl e Madame fall into a catalepsy, 
offer her an innocent baba You will ba\c to rush for 
smdhng*''aU'-, iml lee her corset, and beat her hands She 
w ill stay s)x daj s in bed and be si\ months in convalescing 
And all tins on account of a poor tooth ! \Vlicn she was 
a little girl, she found a canine, a human tooth, m a cake 
she was gi\ cn at the confectioner's Tlic cake was a baba, 
and since then the mere sight of these dainties makes her 
feel sid If she liad found the tootli in a ' Jesuit ' or an 
' <fdair,’ she w ould have had a horror of Jesuits and dclairs 
And what would ha%c happened if she had found the 
tooth in a piece of bread ’ 

"I ha\c tried to reason wath her I say 'Do you 
imagine that confectioners pull out tlicir canine teeth for 
fun and stick them into cakes like sixpences into Christmas 
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puddings ? Your baba is unique in the history of confec- 
tionery ’ She doesn't answer * she is sick That’s an 
argument to which there is no reply • ” 

* t ♦ 

VIRTUE AND THE BOLT 

Why IS virtue as a rule so ungracious ^ A woman's 
virtue is her art m shootmg the bolt Every time I 
have opened a door without toockmg, I have discovered 
somethmg repulsive ” 

« + c ♦ * 

BACCHUS AND THE MOBILIZATION 

** Don’t speak to me of the peasants' patriotism. 
When I am at Madame’s place m the country I often talk 
to her farmer, who was m the war of ’70 His two 
favourite stones are, first, the adventure, which he thinks 
excessively comic, that befell a captam m the cuirassiers 
The unlucky man received a ball m the anus and died of 
it • my old peasant still dies of laughter relatmg it 
The second is the story of a sly-boots who escaped from 
the battle thanks to his simulated stupidity He had 
been ordered to brmg some horses that were requisitioned 
to a certam spot where fightmg was gomg on He 
wanted to save his own skm and that of the horses, 
with whom he had struck up a fnendship Thanks to 
them the mayors of the different villages received him 
well, found forage and shelter for the horses and a cosy 
place by the fire for the man He asked no better than 
to have charge of them till the end of the war So on 
gettmg his orders m the mormng he inquired the way with 
care and, when the direction had been clearly pointed 
out to him, turned his back on it You can imagine 
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the abuse that met our Scapm from the first detachment 
he met * Oaf 1 Idiot ! ’ — greetmgs which he received 
wath perfect indifference The way was meticulously 
explained to him, and — at the first cross-road he went 
off in another direction And thus he went through 
the whole war, eating and dnnking well, and sleepmg 
on the straw wth his dear horses, and sometimes with the 
girls 

" In the whole story as told by my rustic there was 
not one w’ord of blame for the deserter — for he was m 
fact a deserter — but on the contrary warm admiration 
and a touch of envy The hero of '70 was, m the opmion 
of the countryside, the man with the horses ” 

“ If war broke out, I am certam your peasant would 
go to fight together with the whole village ” 

" Yes, if the schoolmaster and the pnest gave the 
example It would be harder m the towns The day 
of the mobilization there would be a barrel of wme with a 
flag stuck in the bung-hole before every wme-shop The 
mobilization would depend upon Bacchus It worn 
depend also on the dnvers and firemen on the railway 
engines What if they should reverse steam ? What 
if they should refuse to drive the trams ? 

♦ ♦ ♦ * * 


THE SILENT GODDESS 

Passmg a funeral he raises his hat with an ostentation 

that astonishes me I ask him t, t ? 

" Who are you taking off your hat to ? To e 
To the cross ? You are an atheist To e 
Would you have taken oS your hat to him m 
time ? Has he only to become a part of no gness 

gam your sympathy ? ” twistmg 

He reflects dreamUy. hat m hand Then, twis g 
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the hriin aho'et Trith an sir of eziDarrassnenr, he ears : 
“ Iz is mj era cestfnv that I have salnteh” 

Ngtt vre are hefere a ontcher^ all hang vrith ctivering 
£esh. I make bold to sag to him : 

“ Frhv CO gon not sainte the meat shop ? These 
mnsdes here vrili he the preg of men^ as the corpse vre 
sav jnst novT vrilL he cf menns. It is the same cestinv.” 
" Year TTit is too saemoas.” 


" Let as live in peace that vre mav die in peace. The 
dimcaltg is not to die, hat to live. Let me have no 
tedioas priest at mv death-bed, bat a pmttg vromaa, and 
mav the hands be fair that dose mv e^es for the areat 
sleep!” 


He loves lean ring, and gees mherever he mav see the 
ptpalace. Street scenes are his dehgha He comments cn 
them ad dif V n : and Snds the most anenpetted pamHels 
between the vromen of the Hares and the ladies of Svra- 


case. This eveaing toe Jornoanameat m moat o: tne 
Insmtate mas black mith people, Leaaiag over the 
parapet the crovrd vras gapmg doTramarcs tovraros the 
river and seemed to nnd refreshment in it. YTe pashed 
car vrag threagh the jovoas throag, and there, stretched 
oat oa the bank, vre sam the corpse of a crovmed man 
vrith a poh'teman standing bv. The bong mas as black 
as ebong On its poor rags the river had deposited a 
lager c: shme dried to the colonr of emders The mh-ie 
nans on the hire cLstcrted hands mere horrible to look 
at. This mghtmare spectacle ennted the mit of the 
popalace, and jokes rained cevn cn the drome en mar ■ 
“ Hast have bsen a mgger ! He threvr himself mto ttc 
mater to set mhite * ” 
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" These jests are homble,” said France with a sigh. 
" They are the more so, my fnend, because this Pans of 
ours IS m all the world the most pious m its care for the 
dead Look at the cemetenes, most of all the people's 
ceremomes m the suburbs whatever the season may be, 
you might thmk them gardens When a funeral passes, 
all the men uncover, reconciled to one another m the 
rehgion of the tomb, and even the least devout women 
cross themselves It's true, they make the sign of the 
cross furtively Well, and these same people insult 
those piteous remains Why ? Because the dead man 
has not conformed to customary ceremony Without 
the black frmges and silver beads sweepmg the ground, 
he IS dead like a vagabond, outside the law and rehgion, 
and unworthy of pity But when he is put m his bier, 
then the mockers wdl cease their jests and will uncover 
There is an art of djung, just as there is an art of hving 
The people love fine funerals The sight of one of those 
floral mountams crossmg a street fills them with pity 
and sadness m proportion to the fortune that the wreaths 
denote They feel besides a certain pleasure, and are 
not sorry to see that the great and the happy of this wor 
must go to rot m the earth " 


"How should I hke to be buned ? Like Sainte- 
Beuve He managed to take his leave with e 
cretion of a man of wit, on tip-toe, if I may say so 
solemn announcements No rehgious ceremomes 
us spare the hvmg these mortuary allegones and ap , 
these gross, ndiculous sjmibols Smce we mus go, 
us take the shortest road I love women 00 ^ 
wish to sadden those who will pass ^ 

" I was at Samte-Beuve's funeral The 0 
without rehgious ntes On the cof&n was a m 
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wreath of Parma violets sent by Madame Jeanne de 
Tourbay — she who should have been Madame de Lo 3 mes 
At the cemetery, when the coffin had been lowered 
mto the grave, Lacaussade, the poet, stepped on to 
a mound and said : ‘ Samte-Beuve, adieu ! Adieu • 
You who have accompamed him hither, I thank you 
m his name ' That was the model of a well-ordered 
funeral Let him who wall and can, accompany you 
It IS the greatest of fnvohties to w'aste time m cemetenes 
Let there be no speeches m the field of the silent goddess ! ” 


THE END 
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